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FELSO 


WASHES EVERYTHING 
*» BETTER! 











Cleaner washes as they come from 
machine or tub... . fresher and, 
sweeter as you take them from 
the line . . . softer and fluffier 
under your iron... 

yes, in every way FELSO 

washes everything better. 


Sheer nylons, rugged cottons 
or heavy woolens ... FELSO 
washes everything better. 


White, free-pouring FELSO 
bubbles into ‘‘just-right”’ 
suds, no matter how hard 
or cold the water; and 
FELSO's pleasant fra- 
grance makes it such a 
nice product to use. 
FOR BETTER 


No matter how often 
WASHINGS, 


you use FELSO, you'll 
find your hands stay USE THE 
soft and smooth. Use : BETTER PRODUCT 
FELSO, too, for easy, tan FELSO 


‘no-wipe’ dishwashing. 








TAKEN YEARS TO 
LEARN TO PLAY 


LIKE THAT! 











GEE! it MUST HAVE 





NOTATALL! \ D10NT KNOW 
A NOTE. YET | STARTED 
PLAYING WHOLE PIECES 


RIGHT AWAY / 




















Wonderful, Easy Way fo Learn Enables You To 


PLAY REAL MUSIC 








EVEN IF YOU DON'T KNOW 


A SINGLE NOTE OF MUSIC NOW! 


Yes, it’s TRUE! In just a few weeks, you can 
be playing REAL MUSIC on your favorite 
instrument. Not by just a “trick” method that 
merely seems to teach you music. But really 
reading and playing actual sheet music—so 
easily and confidently that your friends will 
suspect that you’ve actually “known how” for 











years! 


O TEDIOUS PRACTICING OF 
BORING SCALES AND EXER- 
CISES REQUIRED. Even if you don't 
know a single note now, you'll ‘‘start 
right in on pieces.” This builds up 
your skill and confidence so rapidly that 
soon. you'll be able to play ALL your 
favorite songs and compositions by note. 
It's all so clearly explained—so EASY to 
understand—that even children “catch 
on” at once. 


No "Talent" Needed 


No wonder OVER 850,000 PEOPLE 
all over the world have turned to the 
U. S. School of Music method to make 
their dreams of playing music come true! 
No’'special “‘talent’’ is needed. And you 


learn right at home, in the spare time of 
YOUR OWN CHOOSING—free from 
the rigid schedule imposed by a teacher. 
Costs only a few cents per lesson, includ- 
ing sheet music. 


Why Keep on Missing These Joys? 


Why not let this famous home-study 
method bring the many pleasures of 
music into YOUR life? Good times! 
New Friends. Gay parties. Extra money 
from playing or teaching. Possibly even 
a brilliant musical career. Best of all, 
the deep personal satisfaction of being 
able to make your own music—provide 
your own entertainment. 
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Say "prowd and satis. 
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I was actually play — > 
Pearl Jefferson, 2 Tenn. 
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Let us SHOW you why our way to learn 
nt ie so EASY—and so much fun! See for 
if why our method 1 
ful for ee Mail "the coupon below for 
FREE BOO! —and free Instruction-Sample which you can — —4 
at home. No Oy ay no ——.< ol call = you 
80 ™ to yt *, lor the rest of y: ife— fou eit will “mail t the 
coupon TODAY! WU. &. School oem i ok Music, Studio + Port Washing- 
ton, N. Y. ipecial Reduced Prices instruments to our students.) 


eee EE 4 


. U. $. Schoo! of Music 
Studio S-51, Port Washington, N. Y. 


I am interested in learning to play, particularly the instru- 

ment checked below. Please send me your free illustrated 

! booklet, ‘“‘How to Learn Music at Home’’—also the free In- 

ay Sample of your simplified words-and-pictures teach- 
ethod. NO SALESMAN IS TO CALL UPON ME. 


| 
| 
I 
| 
aed OC Pipe, Hammond, etesste ! 
ig uitar ‘eed Organ Modern | 
Hawalian Guitar ( Tenor Banjo Elementary 
kulele | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


U Harmony 
Clarinet Mandolin 


5 Pies ey Accordion t 
Practical Finger 
Control 


ophone Trombone 
Trumpet, Cornet ©) Flute 


Do you have the instrument? ........ 


BAtes. cccccccccceses 
(Insert Zone Number, If Any) 
NOTE: If you are under 18 years of age parent must sign | 





CeAN-CAN 
Naughty French Chemise 


ZE FRENCH, ZEY LOVE this naughty French che- 
mise . . . bewitching peek-a-boo lace, and reveal- 
ing rayon sheer .. . all black and enchanting 

. with a saucy slit at the hip and a daring dip 


at the neck... chic with shocking pink bow! It’s 
elasticized in back to hold and mold your every 
curve. Wear it with the straps . . . or, the final 
French touch . . . bare your shoulders . . . oo- 
la-la! A hint te him will get you . . . CAN-CAN. 
He'll LOVE you in it! 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
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Roy cheated on i Diane, with a new and exciting playmate, Peggy, who 
played for keeps and schemed to make him a slave of the dope Faber 
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Louise first resented her widowed mother’s sweetheart, then decided to steal him for 
herself. She found out that vengeance has a way of backfiring. 
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The sophisticated charm of the man who tran sformed her hair went to Ann’s head, but 
her heart rebelled against him when a kind cabbie came into the picture. 
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Don’s job kept him on the go, so Janie had the lonesome blues. When shé stepped out 
with a dashing ex-convict, she learned an unforgettable lesson. 
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When Fran caught Danny cheating with a girl named Penny, she realized all his 
smooth talk about love and marriage hadn’t been worth a plugged nickel. 
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Marcia wanted to make Paul over into her ideal of a model husband. When Paul re- 
belled, Hal tried to move in, but Marcia woke up just in the nick of time. 
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The Hi-De-Ho King’s first lady admits that, if she had followed her mother’s advice, 
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A wife, faced with her husband’s infidelity, finds it impossible to forgive but after they 
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Letters To 


REPLY TO LOUIS JORDAN 


After reading Louis Jordan’s article, “What’s 
Wrong With Our Women,” in the November 
jssue of TaN Conressions, | wish to be al- 
lowed to speak for us women and ask as well 
as answer the question: What’s wrong with our 
men? 

There is much, much to be desired in our 
men, as husband material. Far too many do 
not have an intelligent and healthy attitude 
toward marriage. The average woman today 
puts far more into marriage than she gets out 
of it, because after one marries a sweet and 
faithful girl, he seems to think she should be 
satisfied to work every day to help support the 
home, rear children, keep a nice home, and 
live in a state of happiness, just catering to 
you, her husband. She is expected to ignore 
your double-crossing and two-timing, often with 
her closest friends, and neighbors, which is the 
lowest form of insult any man can give to his 
wife. Did you ever think of that, Mr. Jordan? 
Also, did it ever occur to you to take your 
wife along on those after-working-hours busi- 
ness dates, once in awhile? And don’t tell me, 
Mr. Jordan, that the average woman doesn’t 
have to work. They do, and are expected to 
work according to the average husband, and I 
don’t think it is decent or smart for a man to 
have women calling his home and when the 
wife answers, hang up. I have only the utmost 
contempt for a man that does that. 

And it isn’t right, nor does it make a sweet- 
tempered wife for friend-hubby to leave her 
home “warming the chair” after she has worked 
8 hours in an office or factory, while he steps 
out with a “slick chick” around the corner and 
buys her expensive things that the wife should 
be getting. 

I also contend that the woman of today 
should have every right to demand and expect 
the same code of behavior and decency in the 
man she marries. 

So you see, Mr. Jordan, most of you men 
aren't as great as you think you are. The 
average male has the 18th century attitude. 

Aside from a few other minor things, our 
men are alright. 

“Boiling Mad” 
Newark, New Jersey 


I read the November Tan Conressions and 
was very interested in and humiliated by Louis 
Jordan’s “What’s Wrong With Our Women?” 

I certainly disagree with Mr. Jordan in many 
respects but do agree in a few. Mr. Jordan 
is making our colored womanhood look as if 
we aren’t interested in our husbands at all. He 
seems to think that all we want is a mink coat 
which is all wrong. A woman loves a home, 
happiness, kids. 

Just because Mr. Jordan has been disap- 
pointed a few times in love, I see no reason 
why he should think all women are the same. 
Just because a few women have made his life 
unbearable, as he states, does it go to show 
that all women are alike? 

I certainly agree with Mr. Jordan when he 
says “Get along with your man” but, after all, 
isn’t marriage a 50-50 proposition? 

I had the opportunity to shake his hand in 
Lexington, Ky., once but if I had known he was 
so biased, I doubt if I would have even gone 
to hear him play. 

Eleanor Matson 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


I am 17 years old and have been buying 
Tan Conressions every month. I have en- 
joyed every issue but for me the main story in 
the November issue was “What’s Wrong With 
— by Louis Jordan. It really was 
swell. 


















The Editor 


I think every girl and every woman should 
read that article as it really would help them. 
Shirley Hall 

Brusly, La. 


STORY BROUGHT MEMORIES 


Really, your magazine, TAN CONFESSIONS, is 
teps with all of us guys here in Korea! Sinee 
its first issue was published, none of us in the 
unit have missed an issue. It’s a great maga- 
zine; the stories are all swell (some too high- 
class), and when any amount of copies pass 
through the hands of all the guys, they’ve really 
been “through the mill.” 


The September issue gave us what most of | 


us had been looking for. Since most of us | 
spent a long time in Japan, the story “My | 


Japanese Romance,” struck an old and well- 
known note in our hearts and memories. Many 
guys suffered a painful loss when this fight 
broke, and we had to come to Korea. The loss 
was unsurpassed love, never before felt or 
realized. Whether we were home or in Ger- 
many or other parts of Europe before. 

But there have been greater loves or equal 
loves discovered and endeared since this war 
started here in Korea. Yes, you may hear of 
many Korean love affairs between our group 
and whites too, very soon. 

Some may say it is only and all fascination 
and infatuation, this love of the Negro and 
Oriental. But it isn’t. Many of us know it, too. 

I’ve been in Korea 13 months now. I served 
in Japan for 3 years, and I’ve been an Ameri- 
can and known American customs for 24 years. 

I fell in love, not in the states, not in Japan, 
but here in battle-torn Korea. It’s not a long 
story; it’s short but wonderful. 

Thanks again for a swell magazine (for all 
of us here), and keep up the good work. Many 
of the white guys here practically fight for a 


chance to read it. 
Cpl. Alan Redd 
Yongchan, Korea 


WANTS MORE ON DRUGS 


Really, I must tell you that I think you have 
the best book on the market. I truly feel it 
will do so very much for our race. 

If possible, could Tan Conressions have 
more stories on drug addicts? We must im- 
press on our young Americans how important 
it is not to use the dreaded drug, and believe 
me, many teen-agers read your wonderful book. 





Mrs. Jay | 


’ Philadelphia, Pa. 
PRAISES VALAIDA SNOW 


I would like to say to Mrs. Valaida Snow, 
through you, that her article, “I Came Back 


From The Dead,” holds more of the human- | 


interest angle and depth than anything I have 
read for a long time. I had the feeling that I 
wanted to purchase and give a copy of TAN 
CONFESSIONS to every person who had not read 
the November issue, because of Mrs. Snow’s 
article. Every separate experience that she 
touched upon could, in itself, become another 
article beginning with the one about her 
mother and coming right down to the beautiful 
married life with her Earl. I laughed when 


her Earl lost his voice; cried when (though | 


she laughed) she was ordered to prove that she 
was hiding nothing after her release from the 
prison camp. I thrilled as she related her 
meetings with some of the biggest of world re- 
nowned. She does not need to worry about 
reaching hearts on a little piece of steel. She 
did very well with mine, through a Tan Con- 
FESSIONS article, and though I close by saying 
more power to you, I somehow feel that you 


have it to spare. 
Mrs. Andrew McNeil 
Pasadena, California 






























































New finer MUM 
stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


¢ Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains amazing ingredient M-3 for more 
effective protection. Doesn’t give under- 
arm odor a chance to start! 


¢ Softer, creamier new Mum is gentle, 
contains no harsh ingredients. Will not 
rot or discolor finest fabrics. 

The only leading deodorant that contains 
no water to dry out or decrease its effi- 
ciency. No waste. No shrinkage. 

¢ Delicately fragrant new Mum is use- 
able, wonderful to the last fingertipful. Get 
new Mum today. 


GLAMOROUS MODEL says: /y_ 


— 
















“Black and White Vanishing Cream 
is my make-up base. Makes my skin 
look brighter, feel softer—keeps my 
make-up looking fresh and bright. 
Even after long hours of posing I keep 
that perfect Photo Finish Look.” 


Vd bk 


Remove make-up 
with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. 
Soften skin with 

Black and White Cold 
Cream. 35¢ each. 











: | Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 

It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 

Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 

softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Photo Finish Look—today! 

For face powder that clings like 

mist—lipstick that stays 


on and on—look for the 
name Black and White. 





By Dan Burley 
66—N THE BEGINNING” there were 


five girls named Smith (none re- 
lated), all contemporaries in the Great 
Era of the Blues. But of this quintet of 
great blues shouters, only Bessie has been 
selected for immortality. Mamie was the 
first Negro woman to make a popular 


tHE BEST reapy-MADE SUPPORTER] | cording. Her Crazy Blues on Okeh 


/ in 1920, launched today’s multi-million 
EVER CREATED Or your money back: dollar empire built on Negro blues sing- 


ing. She probably earned more money, 







































Your search for a girdle that p i s : 
really fits you is over! Like thou- won wider personal acclaim while alive 
sands of other careful women F 
you probably have tried one gir- than any of her four contemporaries, but 
dle after another hoping that you : : 
could find one that would per- the works of Bessie live after her and 
healthy” shape and” ——— the musical story of Bessie Smith, Em- 
— nna LO} PRICE press of the Blues just issued by Colum- 
AMAZING LOW PRICE bia, makes some of the best listening 
ee on get b age ee only : he Jelly Roll M q 
in custom-made garments costing since the Je o orton s issue 
from $15 up—or in TUM-E-LIFT epee 2 y _— 
for the amazingly low price of by Circle. 
only $3.98. The secret is in TUM- Waa te : - 
RE E-LIFT'S exclusive laced V-open- This is nostalgic stuff and there is no 
NO OTH ing. It allows you to ‘‘custom- ° 
GIVES fit" your girdle to your exact blues singer around today who could not 
aaet figure. The beautiful brocade and x, shool” h d ie Winds 
Api satin panel holds your tummy in go to school” on these sides by Bessie 
oe po Fem Daggrcee A ggg dh and study her technique, humor, pathos 
v-0 and lovely, shapely 


and the sheer magnificence of her vocal 
instrument as brought forth in this an- 






oppearance. 



























































HOW WOMEN N RAVE ABOUT TUM-E-LIFT 5.2 -4Dept.2 thology of four volumes comprising a 
| 836 Broadway, New York 3, N. : 
f € « y a or f . 
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bec Vl Ret another.” ® “I can't say enough for HS trata wh Purchase| Guich records for Columbia and those in The 
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Johnson, (Continued on Page 80) 
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BY MRS. CAB CALLOWAY 


- I HAD listened to my mother, | 
wouldn’t have married Cab Calloway. 

The way mother brought me up, in 
my native Chicago, I was trained—not 
to be snobbish—but to be especially dis- 
criminating in the associates I chose. All 
the time I was growing up, I was im- 
pressed with the theory that girls who 
wanted to end up being proper young 
ladies never had anything to do with 
piano players, prize fighters, tap dancers 
and the like. 

As much as I appreciate all the good, 
sound training and advice mother pro- 
vided for me, I’m glad that in one in- 
stance, I didn’t heed her instructions. 
For, it was through this one instance of 
disobedience that I brought about the 
swellest thing that ever happened to me 
—becoming Mrs. Cab Calloway. And, 
obviously, if I hadn’t been introduced 
to the King of Hi-De-Ho socially, I could 
never have become his wife. Here’s how 
I met him. 

I was living in Washington, D. C., at 
the time, attending Howard University, 


working in the Office of Price Adminis- 
tration. Wartime Washington was a bee- 
hive of activity as thousands of colored 
girls converged there for the countless 
jobs offered. I was among them, com- 
ing in from Chicago, my hometown, 
where I had spent several years as secre- 
tary to Attorney Euclid Louis Taylor. 
Like marty of the others, I had a 
weather-eye cocked for a good matri- 
monial prospect, but would have sworn 
that looking for a man was farthest from 
my mind. 

That is why I showed scant interest in 
an excited announcement made to me by 
a childhood girl friend who came to visit 
me in Washington one summer. She 
told me she was a good friend of Cab 
Calloway’s. Engaged to marry the late 
Monte Hawley (he was a Chicagoan who 
went ahead to win acclaim as a top- 
flight stage actor with the old Lafayette 
Players), she was also a very good 
friend of Cab’s. She and Monte were at 
my apartment the night she made the 
announcement (Continued on Page 92) 








3 INCHES OFF WA! 


22 


FEATURES TO 
STREAM-LINE 
LARGE WOMEN 


SIZE 24 TO 44 








Boct View 
Adjustable, side 
straps mold you 
inches thinner. 


BE 
HAPPY! 


GO THIN 
You'll be thrilled when 
you see — 
and lovely a slimmer 
waist and flat stomach 
make you. Your heart 
will beat in youthful 
excitement as this 
amazing sliding panel 
— molds your 
gure into fashionable, 
flattening curves from 
just below your breasts 
to your hips. The 22 


ADJUSTABLE 
TO COMFORTABLE 
TAILOR MADE FIT! 


seconds, 3 inches disappear off the 
waistand then—like magic—goneis 
that unwanted protruding stomach. 
There are 22 features in all. Each 
section automatically controls you. 
The arrangement of straps at each 
side draws the waist-line in. The 
front adjustment flattens your 
tummy. Presto! Alluring curves re- 
place ugly bulges. Never before 
such perfect fit, ease and comfort. 
You'll feel like a million. You'll 
look younger. You can easily and 
gracefully bend, walk or dance. 
Beautifully made too. You'll be 
proud to own it and prouder 
when you wear it. The extra 
length detachable adjustable 
garters complement the other 22 
features. 


Your ‘‘Grace’’ NARRO-WAIST 
TUMMY SLIMMER is patented to 
protect you against imitations. In 


st IN SECONDS! 


WITH 


ce 
Gj" NARRO-WAIST 
TUMMY SLIMMER 








Order today, Wear 10 days FREE. Waist 
sizes, 24 to 34, $3.98. Waist sizes, 35 to 
44, $4.98. (50c extra for the 4 long- 
length hable and bi 
garters. 








S. J. WEGMAN CO., INC. DEPT. A576 

836 Broadway, New York 3, N.Y. 

Rush my new “GRACE” NARRO-WAIST TUMMY SLIM- 
MER at once. If | am not thrilling! 
it after 10 day FREE trial for prompt refund of full pur- 


chase price. 


—. .. .(waist size in inches). Also sen 
- of extra-length detachable garters at only 50c for set 


of four. 
Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus few 


cents postage. 


1 enclose payment. The S. J.Wegman Co.will pay postage. 


Meme. ........... 
Address 


FREE 10 DAYS TRIAL 


ly satisfied | will return 
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Make him say youre lovelier than ever! 


start now with NEW 
NADINOLA DE LUXE 


Greaseless bleaching cream 


LIGHTENS SKIN FAST ¢ LESSENS SHINE 


Don’t deprive your skin of this won- 
derful new aid to beauty for another 
day! Give it the help of Nadinola’s 
swift bleaching and clearing action 
now! This new Nadinola De Luxe 
cream is non-oily —there’s no messy 
rubbing off on clothing or pillow! 
Use Nadinola De Luxe at night with 
delight—and in daytime as a per- 
fect foundation cream. 


See day-by-day progress! 
Let your mirror show you how fast 
Nadinola De Luxe lightens and 
brightens your skin—counteracts 
oily shine—helps loosen and remove 








Hapimotr | 
; 





¢ RESULTS GUARANTEED FROM ONE JAR! 


blackheads and leaves your skin 
feeling softer, smoother. See how 
soon your complexion looks lighter, 
smoother, younger! 
Money-Back Guarantee! 

Get Nadinola De Luxe Greaseless 
Bleach Cream now—special 69¢, at 
your drug store or toilet counter, on 
money back guarantee. Nadinola, 
Paris, Tennessee. 





& The original, genuine, ever 
famous Nadinola Bleaching 
Cream for those who prefer 
the extra richness of fine oils 
in their skin cream—special 
57¢ and 89¢ sizes. 

















480 LEXINGTON AVENUE 


Cowhide - Leopard 


Reversible Auto Seat Covers 


Can be used on both Sides—Printead Heavy Duty 
plastic with COWHIDE design or one side and 
LEOPARD SKIN on the other 


GUARANTEED TO FIT 
Reinforced Seams and tie back 
Will not crack or Peel—withstands winter cold 


@ Waterproof and stainproof, cleans with damp cloth 
e@ Extra Sar elastic {hrourhout 
@ AN AMAZING VALUE at $2.98 
@ SMART LOOKING 
— DIRECT FROM FAC aeig ah 
Front or rear only $2.98 or complete set $5.00. Specify 
Aor B. 5- DAY. MONEY BACK K GUARANTEE. Enclose 


check, =. order or cash or pay postman on delivery, plus 


MARDO SALES CORP. penx. 0-30 


NEW YORK 17, N. Y. 











REAL 
LIFE 


DRAMAS 





f ew OLD theory that the whole world 
loves a lover holds up even on the 
war-ravaged rice fields of Korea. 

Take the case of Master Sergeant Jim- 
my Barbee, Jr. 

Jimmy, a member of the 367th En- 
gineer Construction Battalion, fell in 
love with a petite and pretty Korean 
school teacher. The GI and his school- 
marm, Miss Hejung Hong, decided to 
get married. 

The betrothed couple looked forward 
to a modest ceremony with a few friends 
standing around and an Army chaplain 
tying the knot. 

But Master Sergeant Harold F. Mack- 
lin, of Baltimore, had a different idea. 
Macklin talked over his plan with mem- 
bers of the battalion and friends and 
relatives of the bride-to-be. 

The GI’s decorated the post chapel, 
obtained permission to use the battalion 
club house for a gala reception, procured 
twelve touring trucks, cars and jeeps and, 
by various and devious means, collected 
large quantities of candy, cakes, beer and 
other eatables. 

Invitations were readied for more than 
a thousand guests. The soldiers cleaned 
and scrubbed.their mud-caked fatigue 
uniforms and Koreans decked them- 
selves out in colorful costumes. 

Barbee and his bride were thrilled and 
touched at the festivity of the occasion. 
The jubilant engineers and their Korean 
friends agreed that the marriage was one 
of the most sensational things which had 
happened in recent months. 

To top the (Continued on Page 88) 





Wis Ké -Starhione 


275 Seventh Ave., New York 1, N. Y. 


Style +647 — IN EXCITING COLORS: 
CARMEN © BLACK © ROSE 


Exquisite imported French © PEACOCK ® CANDLELIGHT 
lace molds a shapely bare 
bodice — hugs hips. Twirl- 
away taffeta skirt topped 
with layers of Nylonized 
Marquisette net—echoed in 
the stole. 





9-17 
10-20 Qe 
only 


16%-264% 
A 38-48 only 


Style #109 
<< 


KIN ALL SIZES 

» 9-17 

10-20 73 
only 

16%4-26% 


38-48 p38 


only 








SENT ON APPROVAL —10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
Style #109 f MISS LEE-FASHIONS, Inc., Dept. 1C-2 


BELLE FLEUR 8 275 Seventh Ave., New York 1, N. Y. 

Fiery taffeta gathered at the g [icv strsicd. it'nor devon grosses in ston, sizes ond 
bosom—flowering in contrast- 5 10 ‘days for refund. 

ing petal sleeves—rippling in : Style No. 
gay scallops over the con- § 
trasting skirt panel. In Black, 8 
Navy, Rose, Aqua or Beige. 8 0 Send C.0.0. | enclose $1.00 deposit. I'll pay postman 


—— plus postage. 
(0 | enclose full amount $ . , You pay postage. 








First Second 
Size Color Choice Color Choice 





























WIDE WIDTHS 


fo work wonders with your wardrobe 


Open back anklet. Mesh inlay vamp. 
Block, blue, red or green in kid or 
suede. C, D, E, EEE widths. Sizes 4-11, 


including half sizes. $9.95 





HIS IS leap year, and February 





—4 


Ella 


blue, 


Brown, antique red or black elk leather. 
Sizes 4-11, including half sizes. EEE 
width only. Also available in fiat heel 
mocassin oxford or flat heel conven- 
tional loafer. $6.95 


red or green 


side strap. Black, 'e, EEE widths. Sixes 


in kid suede: 


#11, including half sizes- 


Free 
LEE MODES Dept. TC 2 
12th St. and 7th Ave. 
Babylon, New York 


NAME 





ADDRESS 


ee lhl 
I am enclesing payment in full. Send pest- 
paid 1 

I am enclosing $1.00. Send C.O.D. fer bal- 
ance plus postage [] 

You save pestage and C.0.D. charges if 
money is enclesed. 10 day refund guar- 


antce. 





Booklet on 





$9.95 


Request 





Colec.................. Choice ........... J 
Caf O Suede > 
Patent Leather 


NORA SBC ore ener: | Ss 
aa Width ...... nd 
Seco 


Patent Leather 


Mocassin 
-. Oxford 
Cenventional 


ind 

ee 
Oo Suede 
Patent Leather 
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opens the season when the ladies have 
a right to take the lead in romantic mat- 
ters and voice their feelings about a 
loved one. Many happy unions have re- 
sulted from leap year romances. So 
ladies, if your favorite man is numbered 
among the timid, you can help the cause 
along and make him comfortable and 
happy by advancing your own marriage 
proposal. 

Ladies should put themselves in the 
proper frame of mind during the second 
and third weeks of February. Let the 
love-light sparkle and romance bloom 
from the 21st to the 28th. The star pat- 
tern during February is somewhat con- 
fusing, and this suggests a more studious 
and less impulsive approach toward love 
and romance for the attainment of the 
best results. 

Venus, the planet of love and mar- 
riage, is moving through the conserva- 
tive sign Capricorn where other consid- 
erations of a more worldly character 
may dim the warmth of love. There are 
such considerations as money, social po- 
sition and other circumstances- which 
must be managed with diplomacy in 
order for them not to interfere with true 
mating and happiness. 

Mars, the planet of passion, is now 
positioned in Scorpio, making an im- 
pulsive and smoldering nature seek ex- 
pression. Mars and the electrifying 
planet Uranus are also linked up in a 
manner which forms a most unusual ro- 
mantic trend, difficult to resist. Sudden- 
ly, persons who may have shown slight 
disposition in the direction of romantic 
attachments will be most eager. The 
psychologists (Continued on Page 8! ) 



























Yoo, borgeous Dresses 


HERES AN AMAZING 


ee ior You withour 


YOUR CHOICE 


payittg HE... 2 


AND OPPORTUNITY TO EARN UP TO *7° IN A DAY 
IN EASY DELIGHTFUL SPARE TIME VISITING! 










Washable linen- 
weave rayon. 
Crease-resistant 
—color-fast. 
Champagne or 
Creme-de- 
Menthe. 
































It’s a simply wonderful idea, and thousands of happy 
women from coast to coast are raving about this amaz- 
ingly easy plan to get their own dresses WITHOUT 
PAYING EVEN ONE PENNY! Just look how simple 
it is. We send you ABSOLUTELY FREE the fa- 
mous presentation of more than 100 latest dress styles, 
shown in full color, and offered at LOW, MONEY 
SAVING PRICES. You show them to friends, neigh- 
bors, fellow workers and members of your family . . . 
ser.d in as few as 3 orders . . . and presto... you 
select a dress for yourself, your own style, fabric, and 
size, and it’s yours, without paying even one penny! 
You can get dress after dress to complete your whole 
wardrobe this delightfully easy way, and be doing 
your friends a big favor, by bringing them the very 
latest fashions at astonishing low prices. Yes . . . all 
gorgeous, fine quality fabrics . . . all sizes, juniors, 
regular sizes, half sizes, misses, and even stouts . .. 
and not only dresses, but also suits, sportswear, lin- 
gerie, hosiery, children’s wear, etc. You don’t need 
any experience, and you can‘do all this in your spare 
time. Mail coupon at once for FREE Sample Outfit. 


Imagine! Up to $7 in a Day for Your Spare Time! 
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Delicate ‘) Suit perfection 
green fern in cool, light- And here’s more great news! If you prefer, you can make 
painted on weight rayon— good money on the orders you cue vanuaniie « up ~~ $7.00 
white pique Topaz yellow, in a single day—because famous Harford Frocks are so 
sundress and White, Coral exclusive, so well made, so Ca A charming, and such 
Red, Navy. wonderful values, that d of who 
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You've never seen such an elaborate, costly presenta- 
tion of lovely dresses, and it’s all YOURS—ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE— just for sending the coupon. You'll 
see a complete selection of the very latest gorgeous 
styles—dresses, separates, mix-and-match, converti- 
bles, new casuals, little girls’ dresses—all shown in 
full real colors and offered in all quality fabrics— 







sso Guan Will ates gu Miele aes tn, Shon ane Oa 
the coupon below, with your name, address, and dress size 
you are entering on an exciting adventure that will be a 
too... dresses of your own without cost—moncy 

own for all the things you'd like to have. Slo anaiiay wien 
adie? A Tp hy 2 rush coupon now. Send no 


es yee iw © a a a 
poe Papen jutely free. 


Send No Money—Everything Free! 


Just send name, address, and dress size on coupon 
(paste coupon on postcard) to bring this style 

presentation that starts you on the path to spare 

time cash and your personal 

without one penny cost. Mail coupon NOW! 
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8 Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept. 6-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
@ RUSH “ABSOLUTELY FREE the complete Harford Frocks 
a Style Presentation so | can start quickly getting personal 



























rayons, nylons, cottons, woolens, crepes—at amaz- 
ingly low prices, and guaranteed to fit, wear and B dresses without paying one penny for them, and making * 
launder or money back. You don’t pay one penny ‘a money in spare time. — 
now or ever for this wonderful presentation. It’s cs ? 
ABSOLUTELY FREE! Rush coupon now! g Name. s 
: Add : 
HARFORD FROCKS, Inc. 8 city — . 
DEPT. G-2117, CINCINNATI 25, OHIO 5 — ie H 
a PASTE COUPON ON POSTCARD—AND MAIL H 
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OVER 51 MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 
If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 48> WHITE 


OINTMENT 














































GOVERNMENT 
JOBS 


Start As High As 


93,795.00 A YEAR 


'Men—Women ; . ss 
Postoffice Clerks- / Franklin Institute 


Carriers / (Not Government Controlled: 
«4 Postal Dept. E-51 
Stenographers Rochester 4, N. Y. 
a / Gentlemen: Rush to me, 
Siaiestere FREE of charge, list of 
Typists & U.S. government big pay 
Customs £ jobs. Send FREE 32-page 

Inspectors & book describing salaries, va- 
Many Other cations, hours, work, etc. Tell 

Early Jobs / me how to qualify for one of 
Grade School , these jobs. 

N 
-<ighaggled / Ee ee eT 

MAIL 
ee eee ree 
TODAY / 

SURE Rs og peso wrace ini Caterers Ce eer 
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TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane Walters 


—— LITTLE fireside chat is strictly 

for stuffed shirts and prissy cats, 
those squares both male and female who 
think it silly to swoon over suave Mr. B., 
who consider it childish to hoard pin- 
ups of lovely Lena H. 

Listen, you cool, cool young bloods 
with the grandma fixation, wake up and 
live. Unveiled admiration is a com- 
mendable quality and idolizing ain’t no 
sin. By your too conservative attitudes 
you are limiting your already small 
horizons, and stifling natural instincts. 
You’re missing a lot of fun. 

At your age, there should be tinsel on 
every tree top and a halo around the 
moon. If you can’t break out into ga-ga 
bumps at the very sight of movie star 
Jimmy Edwards or matinee idol Ella F., 
son, hon, you ain’t living. If the first 
eight bars of Castle Rock don’t send 
you, stay away, from blood banks. Dar- 
ling, your donating rating is low. 

There is nothing basically wrong 
about joining fan clubs to commit mass 
homage to your beau idol or collecting 
autographs or recordings of your cur- 
rent dream prince. Paper your walls 
with your hero’s pictures, mother will- 
ing, and make scrapbooks of your 
favorite sports figure if you are so in- 
clined. It won’t scar you or mar you. 
Says a popular song, “everybody is 
So is every celebrity 
and conquering hero the answer to some- 
body’s prayer. The 
swooning given so much adverse pub- 


somebody’s fool.” 
screaming and 


licity lately is only one kind of hero 
worship. The newsman on the corner 
can rattle off the dates and results of 
Your English 
teacher can recite passages from all of 
the most popular Paul Lawrence Dunbar 
poems. And unless you have a whole 
afternoon to spend, for goodness sakes 
don’t get Old Miss Hencackle started on 
the struggles of Mary McLeod Bethune. 

If people didn’t idolize and worship 
certain other people, biographies and 
autobiographies wouldn’t be among the 


every Joe Louis fight. 


most popular literature on the market 
today. And why do you suppose so 
many youngsters are christened Roose- 
velt and Booker? Why are so many of 
our schools named Dunbar, Carver, 
Washington? If you are still not con- 
vinced, check your own family tree and 
note the branches traceable to a favorite 
uncle (the one with money), an impor- 
tant historical figure or a popular hero. 
Everyone is influenced by somebody 
in particular and many people in gen- 
eral. A child imitates or worships with 
all its heart a parent or a nurse. Begin- 
ning in kindergarten, tots get a “crush” 
on a teacher. That goes on all through 
school and sometimes ends in marriage. 
Many folks secretly idolize the boss, the 
preacher, a prominent public figure, or 
a character out of the past. 
Unfortunately, not everyone is capa- 
ble of expressing his emotions, but few 
are those who cannot get a thrill out of 
a good book, or a skillful performance— 
or shed a tear over a sad movie. Maybe 
you cannot bring yourself to haunt back- 
stage doors and crowd into theater alleys 
just for a fleeting glimpse of a bop queen 
or baton king. And you may not have 
the strength nor the inclination to grovel 
at feet of clay or join the mob in tearing 
your idol into bloody shreds as the poor 
devil is hustled through riotous throngs, 
but that does not stop your heart from 
skipping a beat when you hear The 
Voice or your body from trembling 
when you shake The Hand or just faint- 
ing dead away if he smiles YOUR way. 
With the exception of those few who 
intend to make their careers in the the- 
atrical field, such violent idol worship is 
just a passing phase. Your affections 
and ideals will be transferred to another 
great come tomorrow and yet another 
the day following. With each shift some 
good quality, some admirable trait 
should stick with you, such as a lovely 
mannerism, a modulated voice, a cheer- 
ful smile. Don’t (Continued on Page 57) 
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» By Helen Sides 
— SCIENCE of analyzing hand- 


writing is really a study of man’s 
finest gesture—a gesture the meaning of 
which can be easily interpreted. 

By knowledge of this science, you can 
make greater use of your talents. Aware- 
ness is a timesaver, as well as one of the 
keys to happiness and success. 

No two people in the world write 
identically. Because of the great differ- 
ences in the physical and mental make- 
up of each individual, caution and sin- 


yy wwe 


cerity are required of the analyst. Since 
we all have a common heritage, how- 
ever, one can find constructive traits in 
every handwriting. 

Occasionally you will find a specimen 
which has predominantly negative traits 
but even these writers can make some- 
thing of their lives. We are all part of 
the divine order and can find a better 
adjustment to life and a greater fulfill- 
ment of our potentialities. 

As a man thinks, so is his handwrit- 
ing; and as he changes his thoughts, 
desires and ambitions, so does his hand- 
writing change. 

Change in handwriting is inevitable. 
When the style of your handwriting dif- 
fers from one month to another don’t be 
alarmed or puzzled. Varying moods 
account for the transition. Every ex- 
perience we have changes us. Many of 
us have to suffer to be awakened, but 
this is not the Divine way. As heirs to 
the kingdom of God, we are entitled to 
good health, peace of mind and success. 
None of us should have less, but we have 
let the events of all the yesterdays absorb 
our energies and minds, out of all pro- 
portion to the real importance of the 
events. - 

Your first step in understanding your- 


self is exam- (Continued on Page 91) 





Nou-/ Fasier, surer protection for 


your most intimate marriage problem 


1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 

Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
per-nits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 





Wresrev by Doctors 


WO reustep by Women 


NEW IMPROVED 


NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 
FOR MARRIAGE HYGIENE 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 


“yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 


odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 


Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 


measuring. They’re greaseless and they 


keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 
ue mail this coupon to: Dept. TC-9 
orwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 
envelope. 


Name 





Address. 
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WOULD 
MARY 
AME 


HUSBAND 
AGAIN? 
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Because David had been unfaithful, Clare divorced him. She found out, just before it 


was too late, that his disloyalty had wounded her pride without destroying her love. 


LOT of women go around saying 
that, if they had it to do all over 
gain, they would marry the same hus- 
und, in spite of the fact that life with 
n hasn’t been a bed of roses. Many 
them mean what they say. Others 

y think they mean it. When I say that 


I would marry David Cotter again, there 
isn’t the slightest doubt in my mind. 
You see, I did. 

Yes, I’ve been married twice to the 
same husband. I married him the first 
time because I thought I loved him. | 
married him again because I was sure. 


Before I found out for certain how 
much David meant to me, both he and 
| went through a major mess of trouble 
and unhappiness that took us the long, 
bitter road to the divorce court. Now 
that we are back together again, united 


not only by (Continued on Page 89) 
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“Several of my friends have started 
to use Noxzema after borrowing it at my 
house,” says lovely Mary H. Evans of 
New York City. “I work in an office and 
also do home-making chores that are hard 
on hands, but Noxzema helps me keep 
them looking soft and smooth.” 


Hands that-uork 


look levelier in 24 hours* 


or your money back! 


De you werk in an office, a shop 
~- as e homemaker? Here’s the 
»and cream made just for you! 


Hands that work need Noxzema’s- two- 
way medicated care! 
Helps heal—helps beautify! 
Noxzema is especially made to help sore, 
chapped, unattractive working hands look 
lovelier these two important ways: 
1. Helps heal tiny cuts and cracks quickly, 
with its unique medicated formula. 
2. Helps hands feel softer—look smoother 
—supplies a light protective film of oil- 
and-moisture to skin’s surface! 
And Noxzema is greaseless, too! It’s a 
snow-white cream. Never leaves hands 
feeling sticky. Apply faithfully each night, 
also before going out into the cold. And 
always rub in a little medicated Noxzema 
after having hands in water. 
Noxzema works—or your money 
back ! *In clinical tests, Noxzema helped 
the sore, chapped hands of 9 out of 10 
women look lovelier—often within 24 
hours! 
I'ry it. If it doesn’t do the same for 
our hands, return jar to Noxzema, Balti- 
more—and you'll get your money back. 
Get Noxzema today and save money! 
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Surveys show 5,000,000 Amer- 
ican women use this greaseless, 








Homemaker: Sylvia 
Jones says, “‘Housework 
used to leave my hands 
looking dry and scaly. 

But this problem is 
solved now, since I’ve 
been using Noxzema 


Eileen Mills says, ‘In 

my work, I can’t afford 

to have harsh, oe 
hands. To help k 

mine looking smoot 

and lovely, I use med- © 
icated Noxzema regu- : 
larly. ” 


Leok Lovelier Offer! 
40: NOXZEMA 


my DOH: 


Limited time only. At any drug or cosmetic counter 





DEARLY 
DELVED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: During the 
first three years of our marriage, my 
husband and I were very happy, and de- 
spite all the misunderstandings that came 
up we were able to solve our problems. 
But after our second child was born last 
year, things changed. Although my hus- 
band and I were once strongly against 
divorce, we are now heading for the 
courts. He used to be a very good hus- 
band, but lately another woman has come 
into his life. I know definitely that he 
has been unfaithful, and since learning 
this I no longer have any desire for him. 
We have children, and because of them 
I don’t want a divorce, but I don’t want 
him either. I have lost all faith and trust 
in him, and I will never believe another 
thing he says. Our home life is miser- 
able now, and everything I or the chil- 
dren do seems to displease him. I have 
actually had to steal from him to get the 
things we need. He has suggested sep- 
arating the children, with one to each of 
us, or putting them in a home, but to me 
that is no way to rear healthy children. 
How can I overcome my feelings and 
win back my trust and love for him? I 
want to care, but I don’t believe I ever 
will, because he has denied our marital 
rights before God and me. 
Mrs. J. 
Dear Mrs. J.: I have received many 
letters like yours, and for this reason I 
will try to give a more detailed answer 
than is sometimes possible in this col- 
umn. One of the most shattering facts a ~ 
wife can discover is that her husband 
ofter has (Continued on Page 94) 





DOPE SLAVE 


Roy cheated on his fiancee. Diane. and found a new. exciting playmate. 


Peggy. who played for keeps and schemed to make him a slave of dope. 


“You aren't worth killing,” | said as | HARSH “hey there” jarred me into 
cocked back my fist to punch her. awareness as I lay on the park 
bench staring up at the first touches of 
dawn painting the six o'clock sky. | 
jerked my head to look up into the 

angry face of a burly cop. 

“How often I gotta tell you drunks not 
to be making a home in this park?” he 
demanded menacingly. 

One eye on his poised billy, | swung 
my legs to the ground, shifting into a 
sitting position, and looked him square- 
ly in the eye. 





~~ 
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“Sorry, officer,” I said politely, “I’m 
not really a drunk. I’ve had plenty to 
drink, I'll admit, but I just came from 
a stag party some friends gave for me.” 
I grinned a little sheepishly. “You see, 
I’m getting married this afternoon and 
| was just lying here enjoying my last 
few minutes of freedom.” 

The policeman’s scowl softened into 
a friendly grin. 

“Poor devil, you,” he sympathized. “I 
guess you deserve all the freedom you 
can get now, son.” 

Swinging his club good-naturedly, the 
officer moved away. 

Watching the retreating blue-coated 
figure, | thought how different I would 
have felt several months ago if I had 
been approached by a policeman. I| 
would have faced him with the guilty 
knowledge that I was living outside the 
law, a fugitive from human decency, an 
almost hopeless derelict who had to de- 
pend on the destroying, deceiving stim- 
ulus of dope to go on living. Yes, six 
months ago | was a dope addict. There 
were two women in my life at that time 

one who almost succeeded in destroy- 
ing me and the other who brought me 
back to realization of how low I was 


After making 
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a salary of almost $250 a month. That 
was more money than | had ever made. 

Then I met Diane. She was a waitress 
at the restaurant where I ate my meals. 
She must have seen | was lonely because 
she was never harsh with me like she 
was with the men who flirted with her. 
I learned Diane was a newcomer to 
Chicago too. She had come from Jack- 
son, Mississippi, and was going to night 
school in the Loop, studying stenotyping 
and business administration. 

Finally I got up enough nerve to ask 
Diane to go to a show with me. To my 
surprise she accepted. 

That Sunday when I called for her at 
the YWCA Diane was waiting for me 
in the lobby but I didn’t recognize her 
until she smiled at me. There was noth- 
ing fancy about her. Her upsweep hair- 
do and little pert hat added height to her 
attractive, slim figure. She was dressed 
in a plain dark suit, with gloves, shoes 
and purse to match. Anyone could 
see she was real class. 

We went to a show and afterwards | 
asked her if she would like to stop at a 
tavern for a drink. She said she never 
visited taverns but she would go to a 
drug store for a malted milk. We went 


For the next few weeks we talked 
about nothing but our coming marriage. 
I tried to persuade her to marry me 
immediately. I told her we could room 
until we found an apartment. Diane 
was very much against this idea. She 
explained that when her mother and 
father were married they had to room 
and soon after she was born her parents 
were divorced. 

“I don’t know why their marriage 
broke up,” she said. “But Mama and 
Dad have both told me they think it was 
because they didn’t have a place to them- 
selves at the beginning. I don’t want to 
take that chance, darling.” 

Reluctantly, I had to give in and con- 
tent myself with apartment hunting, but 
it seemed there were no apartments to 
be had. I gave Diane $200 to put into 
a joint bank account. At least we would 
have something to pay down on furni- 
ture if we ever did find a place to live. 

One Sunday night I tried to persuade 
Diane to come up to my room so that 
we could visit. I tried to show her how 
senseless it was to spend money to go to 
a show neither of us wanted to see just 
so we could be together. Diane was not 
for the idea. 


Roy weak for reefers and the intoxication of her kisses. 


. . a . . * 
Pegey left him to become the worst kind of derelict. 


DP. 


sinking and how hopeless my life had 
become. 

It all began in the fall of 1949 when 
| came to Chicago from Des Moines. I 
was 20 then and had been out of high 
school for two years. I had always 
wanted to be a lawyer, but had to help 
Vom support the kids so I came to 
Chicago where I could make more mon- 
ey and where there were night schools. 

| found a cubby-hole of a room, just 
big enough for a single-sized bed, dress- 
er and chair. 

I had been in Chicago four days when 
| found a job at the stockyards making 
$50 a week. The work was hard and I 
knew I wouldn’t be able to keep it up, 
study and go to school nights too. 

Soon | took the postal exams and a 
couple of months later I was called as 
a night clerk in the main Post Office at 
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to a Loop drug store and sat in the booth 
for more than an hour just talking. We 
had to sit there to chat because the par- 
lor at the Y was closed at that time of 
night and I didn’t know how she would 
feel about coming up to my room. 

We began having those week-end dates 
regularly. It wasn’t long before I real- 
ized that I was in love with Diane. 

We were riding on the bus one Sun- 
day evening when I told her so. She 
asked me why I had kept it to myself so 
long. She said she loved me too. She 
linked her arm through mine and sat 
closer to me. Before we got to the Loop 
she had promised to marry me. We were 
both very happy. 

My desire to hold Diane in my arms 
was almost more than I could stand. At 
that time we had been able to only kiss 
each other good night in the vestibule. 


“But baby, we’re going to be married 
soon,” I said. “Anyway I can’t see any- 
thing wrong with your just coming up 
to my room for a visit. Please, honey.” 

“But it doesn’t seem right,” she 
argued. “Your landlady, what'll she 
think?” q 

“Mrs. Campbell? Shucks. All she ever — 
thinks about is whether you pay your — 
rent on Saturdays. All the other folks © 
living there bring in their friends when 
they want to,” I said. 

Diane consented but I could see she 
felt it was wrong. 

At my place I let her sit on the bed. 
I sat facing her on the hard straight 
chair. For more than an hour we built” 
air castles about our future life. We de- ~ 
cided we would have three children, two — 


boys and a girl. She would be my 
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stenographer when I finished law school, 
that is, until we got on our feet. 

Diane seemed to have lost her awk- 
wardness about being there. She held 
my hand in hers and said, “I want our 
marriage to have every possible chance 
to live. Somehow I feel church weddings 
have a firmer foundation.” 

Suddenly the desire for my future wife 
began to mount within me. Diane looked 
at me and I’m certain her emotions were 
I sat down beside 


the same as mine. 
her and took her into my arms. As | 
pressed her warm, soft body to mine she 


melted into my arms. Fierce passion 


swept over us as we kissed long and 
eagerly. 

Then Diane must have realized where 
we were heading. She seemed to have 
summoned every bit of her self control 
as she held me off. 

“No, Roy,” she pleaded, “Please, 
don’t.” 

She was not struggling with me but 
her voice was positive. I realized her 
protests were earnest. 





Diane sat up and seemed a bit em- 
barrassed. Half:heartedly.she stroked 
her shoulder-length hair. My arms were 
still around her. I was hurt. 

“Okay. If you insist on being old- 
fashioned, Diane,” I said as I got up and 
began pacing the room. “But you know 
and I know apartments are almost im- 
possible to find. If you really want to 
be my wife we could marry and room 
until we found an apartment. But you 
don’t want to do that and still you want 
to keep waiting until we can really be- 
long to each other.” 

““We’ve been over all that before and 
you know why I feel the way I do about 
it,’ Diane told me. 

She cupped my chin in her hands, 
looked up at me intently and said, “Dar- 
ling, I love you just as much as you love 
me and I’m just as human as you. 
You’re mistaken if you think I don’t 
want to be with you, to be held in your 
arms and have you make love to me. 
But this way isn’t right. You do under- 


“This will make you love me more,’ 


stand me, don’t you, darling?” she asked 
as she stroked back my hair. 

“Yes, yes, | guess I do,” | answered 
slowly. 

I could see that she loved me and was 
sincere. | began to feel guilty and she 
must have guessed that . . 

“Don’t feel badly, honey,” 
pleaded. “I understand how you feel.” 

We left my box-like little room a few 
minutes later and when we got out in 
the cool night air my emotions returned 
to normal. In the cab she linked her 
arms in mine and laid her head on my 
shoulder. We talked very little during the 
trip. 

When we arrived at the Y, we stepped 
inside the vestibule to say goodnight. 

“Roy,” she said as she looked up at 
me sweetly, “I have faith in our love and 
if we don’t find an apartment within the 
next four weeks, then we'll do as you 
suggest. We'll find a room and get 
married.” 

Diane’s words were music to my ears. 
I could hardly (Continued on Page 50) 


Diane 


she said as she pricked 


my arm. She stuck me about twenty-five times in a few 


moments. 
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iling her mother’s man. 


it she found out that ven- 


ance sometimes backfires. 





5 ie RHYTHM of the Twentieth 


Century, bearing me swiftly toward 
Chicago, is a strange accompaniment to 
the racing beat of my heart. It will only 

Clem gave me a sneering smile. “I took your mother’s dough be a matter of hours before I am back 
from her and you took me from her,” he said. “Neither one home and as the train plunges into a 
of us is any good. long, black tunnel, rumbles through the 
blackness and then emerges once more 
into the clean fresh air, I think how like 
my life this journey is. I have just come 
out of the blackest period in my life and 
I’m about to emerge into the sunlight 
and warmth of decency. It’s a thing | 
don’t deserve, for, during the past couple 
of years I’ve had the lead in a strange 
drama and the part | played was that of 
a self-centered, unprincipled love thief, 
snatching for myself what I thought 
would be happiness and not caring who 
I hurt—even my own mother. 

In fact, it was my mother, flesh of 
my own flesh, who suffered because of 
my rottenness. It’s bad enough when a 
woman schemes unscrupulously to take 
a man away from another woman. But 
when the two female angles of the tri- 
angle are mother and daughter, no ugly 
word can fit the situation. This I know 
now, but not too long ago, I didn’t care. 
I thought it would be smart to take Clem 
away from Mother. Well, I succeeded 
and I paid a big toll in heartbreak and 








regret. 

There are reasons why the whole 
thing happened. I don’t expect those 
reasons to excuse me for my callous 
wrong-doing, but they are there and they 
can’t be disregarded. 

I think it all began with Dad’s death. 
That happened when I was a little girl 
about thirteen and going to DuSable 
High and it was probably the greatest 
shock of my young life. You see, ever 
since | can remember, Dad had been 
some sort of God to me. I loved his lank 
good looks, the friendliness of his mild, 
gray eyes and the obvious way he adored 
Mom and me and treated us as if we 
were the only worthwhile things on 
earth. Dad was a pullman porter and 
away on the road most of the time. I 
lived for those rare days once or twice 
a week when he would come swinging 
around the corner of our street, his little 
black bag in his hand and a great big 
smile wreathing his face. Often I was 
lucky enough to be out on the sidewalk, 


\ SN playing with the neighborhood kids. I’d 
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'The sophisticated charm of the man who transformed her hair went to Ann’s head, but 


her heart rebelled against him when a kind cabbie showed her that love is a two-way street. 


UST THE idea of the high-toned 
beauty parlors up and down Cedar 

| Avenue was enough to overwhelm me 
| when I first came to Cleveland from my 
: home town in Southern Ohio. There was 
"no such thing in Midtown—population 
| 843—-where I’d been brought up. As a 
matter of fact there were only several 
families of Negroes in the almost rural 
| village. My hair, like that of my mother 
and my sisters, was coarse and wavy. 
| With brushing and braiding it had 
been considered quite pretty. But even 
if it had been otherwise, like that of 
| the girls in one of the other families 
- there in Midtown, it would still have had 

to do with brushing and braiding. There 
| was no beauty parlor. There was, in- 

deed, only one hot comb in town. Millie 
Stevens had sent for that one through a 
mail order house, but in our inexperi- 
enced hands it soon became a conversa- 
tion piece rather than a method for trans- 
forming us all into raving beauties—as 
Millie had hoped when she’d sent away 
for it. 

Millie’s hair was short and dull. All 
through county high school she and I did 
| nothing to our hair at all. But the week- 
© end before graduation Millie went into 

| Chillicothe and what happened to her 
there far outshone the thrill of our 
graduation exercises. 
| I couldn’t take my eyes off Millie. Her 
| hair was a wonderful array of waves and 
swirls with shining highlights. The white 
| kids in the class kept asking Millie where 
| she got her “permanent.” It wasn’t a 
| permanent, of course, but Millie was 
| very high-handed about it. She’d smile 
| Mysteriously and say “There’s a very 


A Male Beautician. | 


good place in Chillicothe. . . .” With 
my plain thick braids tucked up behind, 
I turned almost green with envy. 

In the privacy of Millie’s bedroom she 
told me all about her Chillicothe experi- 
ence. She described the straightening 
and pulling process that had been done 
for her in her cousin’s kitchen on a 
smelly, beat-up gas stove. It seemed an 
ordeal to go through, but I had to admit 
the result justified every discomfort she 
may have suffered. She was quite proud 
of her cousin who was “a bootleg beau- 
tician” and I couldn’t blame her a bit. 

But Millie and her hair—and the tiny 
engagement ring she got that same week 
—faded into nothing in my personal 
background when my family got a letter 
from my Aunt Mabel in Cleveland. Aunt 
Mabel was just thirty years old, Mama’s 
younger sister. She’d never married be- 
cause she didn’t want to become a stick 
in the mud in Midtown. She did come 
home once in a while wearing clothes 
that in our town were almost embarrass- 
ing. Her city ways were both enchant- 
She 
laughed at us openly and chattered about 
the large church she attended on Wood- 
land Avenue in Cleveland, the wonderful 
fish frys they gave that lasted almost un- 
til midnight, and of the good job she 
had. 

The letter told of Aunt Mabel’s illness. 
It was a sort of arthritis and she needed 
someone to care for her. My aunt lived 
in a rooming house on 49th Street, only 
a third floor walk-up she admitted, but 
it had always sounded like heaven to me. 


ing and astonishing to us. all. 


Even a second story was a rarity in Mid- 
town, and there were nothing but bunga- 


lows and cottages on our side of the 
tracks. 

“Too bad we can’t spare any of the 
children,” Mama told Papa that night at 
the dinner table. Papa was tired from 
the day’s drudgery as janitor and handy- 
man at the one-floor department store off 
the public square. He only grunted, 
looked up at me—and changed the con- 
versation. 

“I think I can get you on at the store, 
Anna. They need someone to help old 
Mrs. Beasley scrub three times a week. 
Iv’ll pay you twelve dollars a week.” 

I saw Mama’s face cloud over. I was 
her oldest daughter. My brothers had 
dropped out of school at various stages. 
One farmed, one loaded trucks and an- 
other made bricks at the yard. They all 
worked hard and never had a penny ex- 
tra from one week to the next. My finish- 
ing high school had been a point of pride 
with Mama although Papa never seemed 
to think much of the idea of my going 
four years to graduate and get a di- 
ploma. 

Her lips drew into a tight line. I knew 
she didn’t want to cross Papa but sud- 
denly smallness seemed to close in on 
her. She looked at her gnarled hands 
in her lap, hands that cooked for us and 
then for the white folks across town 
when I was big enough to take over in 
the kitchen. 

“Pa,” she said, firmness lending steel 
to her thin voice. “I think Anna’s going 
to have to go to Mabel. Mabel needs 
someone. She’s sick.” 

“Let her come here,” Papa said with- 
out missing a mouthful. “Plenty of 


room.” (Continued on Page 64) 
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ick, /m married,” | said in an anguished 
"We can't do this. My husband 
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‘*FINHE DEVIL finds work for idle hands,” my grandmother always 

used to say, and today, after making my life a living hell and 
seeing the love in my husband’s eyes turn to hate and loathing, I have 
finally learned the wisdom behind those “old-fashioned” words. Be- 
lieve me, I learned the hard way. And I paid an awful price for the 
easy thrills I got from my foolish escapades. 

Perhaps idleness is the curse of the modern housewife—or “home- 
maker” as the slick women’s magazines call us. With all the elec- 
trical and electronic marvels to help her, the wife of today has little 
to do compared with the tasks which faced her mother or grand- 
mother. Clothes are washed and dried while she plays bridge or 
canasta. Food is automatically cooked while she takes in a matinee, 


and if she has no children and no job, time hangs heavy on her hands. 

Mind you, this is not an argument in favor of going back to the 
“good eld days.” I’m just trying to give an idea of what life was 
like for me; and I don’t think my case was unusual—up to this point. 
More and more women are being “emancipated” from the drudgery 
that was once their lot, and not necessarily women who are married 


to husbands in the upper brackets. 

Don was just an average salesman—though very ambitious and 
hardworking—and we lived comfortably, but not expensively. I 
loved him deeply, and our twelve months of marriage brought me 
as close to heaven as I’d ever dreamed of getting. My husband was 
kind and generous almost to a fault, and nothing could have been 
further from my mind than steering our wonderful union toward the 
hidden reefs of doubt, deceit and despair. 

But there was that awful idleness made even worse by the fact 
that Don was on the road for his company long stretches at a time. 
Add to this my extreme youth and impulsive nature, and you had a 
mixture as deadly as TNT. My life had become monotonous and 
unconsciously I craved excitement, some thrill to add color to my 
drab existence. And when it happened that Don was away on one 
of his frequent trips on the very day I became 21, all those vague 
desires exploded into a rash decision to cele- (Continued on Page 82) 


Don’s job 

kept him 

on the go, so 

Janie had the 
lonesome blues. When 
she stepped out for 
adventure with a 
dashing 

ex-convict, she 
learned an 
unforgettable 
lesson. 








Y WIFE Lorraine knows I’m no 

angel. I wouldn’t be Dizzy Gillespie 
if I trod the straight and narrow. But 
don’t get me wrong, she’s got strings 
on how far I stray. I’ve got to stay 
near the yard, even though, like a 
dog, I'd like to chase futther down the 
street, maybe, around the house, explor- 
ing strange places, meeting strange peo- 
ple. 

“Dizzy,” 
mixed-up kinda cantankerous buzzard, 
but I love you. I don’t care, actually, I 
don’t, what you do just so long as you 
don’t get too slap happy about it or get 
yourself sued so I'll have to come into 
court again and straighten out some of 
these calculating little chicks.” 

I have a broad-minded wife and may- 
be one day I'll do a song about a Broad 
Minded Woman and put it on record so 
that some other husbands can play it. A 
woman has to be liberal to be the wife 
or girl friend of a musician. Otherwise, 
she can’t really be his wife or girl friend 
and he can’t be a musician, unless he 
plays 17th Century polkas and concertos 
instead of stuff based on a flatted fifth 
like I do. 

Musicians run into all kinds of snags 
and if your wife demands that you 
should walk a tight rope, your music 


Lorraine says, “you're a 


will sound like it. People don’t like 
musicians who look like they’re on the 
frying pan at home. They don’t like to 
see them ducking out of talking to wom- 
enfolk at dances and in the clubs where 
they play. 

I don’t duck the chicks. I meet ’em 
head-on, no holds barred, but I can al- 
ways get out of a stranglehold because I 
got me a wife at home who is really 
straight when the deal goes down. She 
digs me and I dig her. 

Somehow or the other, the chicks are 
music and musician-crazy. Don’t take my 
word for it. Ask anybody who’s got a 
band. Better yet, dig somebody who 
blows a horn, plunks a bass, beats some 
hide, wrecks a piano. They'll hip you to 
what’s cool. They'll tell you that the 
chicks hang around the stage door en- 
trances at theaters where you’re playing. 
They sit down front through five or six 
shows just digging you. Some of ’em wait 
for you to come off the bandstand at 
dances and then bump into you or throw 
a phony faint so you'll have to grab ’em 
by their topknots and drag ’em off to the 
water cooler where they come alive all 
of a sudden the minute you try to lift ’em 
up to assuage their thirst. Then they 
finish up the first part of the act by 
throwing their grabbers around your 


Having understanding wife helps Dizzy Gillespie whose work brings him 
into contact with such glamorous stars as Virginia Mayo and Janis Paige. 
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neck and making out like they were 
about to drown until you swam by and 
took a look their way. Yes sir, I’m sure 
glad I got me a broad-minded woman to 
go home to! 

You see, Lorraine is a New York girl 
but I’m a Geechie from Ess See, which 
comes out South Carolina, if you play 
the chorus all the way through. And 
you can tag that with the fact that all 
Geechies love rice, including me, and 
other things nice, including chicken, 
especially when it’s fried a golden brown. 
When I first met her, she was dancing 
under the name her folks gave her, Lor- 
raine Willis, and there was no Gillespie 
mixed up in the deal at all, because I was 
living around the corner from 126th St. 
in Harlem in St. Nicholas Ave. You see, 
things weren’t happening in those days 
back in 1940 and I was just like the rest 
of the cats in Harlem: hungry as a man 
could be. Well, Lorraine was dancing 
at the Apollo Theatre. I dug Lorraine 
long before when I was playing the 
Apollo as a member of Cab Calloway’s 
band. Every day I brought a pot of 
rice around and told Lorraine to pass 
it around after she got a little taste for 
herself. I bragged about how cool | 
was cooking Geechie rice and she be- 
lieved it until one day the chicks ganged 
up on me after they found I was bring- 
ing ’em mashed potatoes from Mom’s 
Restaurant across the street. (How was 
I to know what Mom was putting in 
that container? All I was doing was 
paying her for it!) 

MGM’s Janie Powell and Gillespie mug for cameras at Hollywood sports event. Lorraine chalked it off this way: to 
Trumpet star’s stage and screen work puts him in constant contact with glamour. her, all southern-born cats like me are 
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Ava Gardner, sharing table at Los Angeles club with Gillespie, is 


Dinah Washington and comic Johnny Hartman admire Dizzy’s 
“cool” garb. Many female fans think his clothes style exciting. ardent devotee of Dizzy’s music. Most fans are girls and women. 
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dumb because they taught me what I 
know out of books and, she says, they 
never taught me how to behave myself. 
“You can make all the high marks you 
want in a New York school,” she’s al- 
ways saying, “but you won’t pass unless 
you know how to behave yourself.” She 
went to school in Yonkers, N. Y., where 
you had to have good deportment or 
you'd get put out. “Down where you 
come from, Dizzy,” she tells me, “people 
would go around trying to pass mashed 
potatoes off as rice.” 

But she married me anyhow, in spite 
of all the mean things she said about me. 
We got married, May 9, 1940, in Boston 
where I was playing a date with Cab. | 
was in such a hurry to get myself in jail 
for life with her, that I left town with 
the band without even looking at the 
license which the clerk forgot to stamp. 
| was trying to get initiated into the Ma- 
sons and I showed my lodge brother that 
I was honorably married, very cool and 
so forth and then I saw them looking at 
each other as if somebody had brought 
an ancient cat (dead of course!) into 
the room. “Now, Brother Gillespie,” 
one of them said, “We've got a respect- 
able lodge here and we don’t allow our 
brothers to live in common law relation- 
ships—” 

I got hot and was about to beat up a 
lot of gum, when one of the brothers 
pulled my coat and told me to look and 
see if there was a stamp on the license. 
When I dug what was going down, one 
of them told me to get the license 
stamped right away. I sent it back to 
Boston and got it fixed up and then had 
me a bundle of photostats made up right 
away. I’m sure glad I did because these 
music and musician-mad chicks that trail 
and track you down, will hang one on 
you before you can open your eyes, let 
alone blow a horn. For instance, when 
I was playing in 52nd Street at Clark 
Monroe’s Spotlight along with Yardbird 
Parker, Coleman Hawkins and a flock 
of other cats, a little chick used to hang 
around digging what we were putting 
down every night. She was always try- 
ing to talk a hole in my head, but I’d 
never hold still for that kind of play. 

Then one day, the bulls picked her up 
for shoplifting and took her down to the 
station for questioning after they found 
she was only 14. Lorraine and I were 


* living on Seventh Avenue just below 
Sugar Ray Robinson’s joint at the time. 


Well, we were in the kitchen cooking and 


talking when I heard somebody trying 
to break down the door. Now they don’t 
have any back porches and alleys and 
back doors in Harlem flats and there was 
no way out but the front. Lorraine went 
to answer the door and two big bulls in 
plain clothes barged in. 

“Where is Dizzy Gillespie,” they asked 
and you could hear that voice arrange- 
I lost my ap- 
petite for peas and rice right then. 


ment in the top balcony. 





. 


if there’s any shoplifting that’s been 
done, I don’t know anything about it. 
Me, lift a shop? Id have to be as big 
as Samson to take down a chorus like 
that!” 

After a while, I finally got ’em to let 
me call Lorraine. She had been around 
and about, in and out, back and forth, 
here and there, up and down trying to 
get a lawyer. 


“Look here, baby,” I told her real fast, 


Gillespie has his share of troubles, but what makes the deal 


so cool is that his missus is always broad-minded. 





“We wanna talk to you, Dizzy,” one of 
“Get your coat, you don’t 
need. a hat because when we get started 


them said. 


on you a hat would just be in our way.” 

Man, I was dragged from way back, 
but I got my coat, kissed Lorraine good- 
bye for ever and got between those two 
bulls. They walked me to the elevator and 
into the street and if there ever was a Trio, 
here it was. I was waving weakly at cats 
I knew when we came out on the side- 
walk. I tried to smile but I guess I came 
up with an arrangement of my face that 
would have scared Frankenstein, himself. 

They helped me into the squad car as 
if I were Hedy LaMarr or somebody. 
Down at the station (and it was way 
downtown) they worked on me like they 
do in the movies. “Where did you meet 
her?” . . . “How many times did you 
take her out?” . . . “Did you tell her 
you're gonna marry her?” . . . “Didn’t 
you send for her to come here from 
Salt Lake City?” ... “You met her in 
Oyster Bay didn’t you?” ... “How 
many other 14-year-old girls have you 
got?” . . . “What did you do with the 
money she gave you?” 

Finally, they decided to take an en- 
semble rest for breath, and I cut right 
in with my own chorus: “What’s hap- 
pening here anyway? I haven’t done a 
thing. I don’t even dig what you’re talk- 
ing about!” 

“Gillespie,” said one of em, a huge 
cat, with all the patience of a father, “we 
have a complaint against you. We're 
holding a 14-year-old girl for shoplifting. 
She told us she knows you real well and 
that she’s been out with you and other 
musicians many times. We just want to 
know what is really going on. That’s all. 
Just the plain truth, my good fellow.” 

“Looka here, Mister,” I said, “I don’t 
know any 14-year-old chick, I haven’t 
been out with any 14-year-old chick and 


“the bulls got me down here trying to pin 
a rap on me about a 14-year-old chick 
—.” Before I could even finish what I 
was saying, she slammed up the phone. 
Five minutes later, she and the cab she 
took to come to the police station, were 
right out front. She got me right out of 
that jam. She knew me well enough to 
know I wasn’t horsing around with any 
14-year-old chick and proved it better 
than I could. The lieutenant told her: 
“Mrs. Gillespie, any musician is lucky if 
he’s got a wife like you. If he ever both- 
ers you, sasses you, tries to push you 
around, won’t eat what you cook for 
him, tries to slip out while your back is 
turned, you just call us and we'll ro- 
mance him real good down here with 
rubber hoses, telephone books, hot foots 
and anything else our delicate, innocent 
minds might conceive.” 

Then there was the time down in 
Reading, Pennsylvania, where a girl tried 
to hook an unlawful baby on me. I never 
saw her before, never heard of her be- 
fore, never even thought about her be- 
fore, but there she was with a baby she 
claimed was mine. | didn’t appreciate this 
at all. I like to know that what is really 
mine and whatever is mine, Lorraine will 
bring it to me. So, that should let you 
know what this girl brought me wasn’t 
Me at all, man, not Me at all that time. 

We went into court to argue it out and 
I’m an arguing cat when there’s a deal 
going down that’s got me in a tied note 
proposition. Lorraine was right there 
with me all through it and when the Man 
on the Bench said, “Diz, you’re dizzy, 
but not this dizzy!” I knew Lorraine 
had singled me home again. Fancy me 
the father of a blue-eyed baby. 

One night in San Francisco we were 
playing a one nighter and one of the cats 
in the band (Continued on Page 79) 
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When Fran caught Danny cheating 


with a girl named Penny, she 


realized all his smooth talk about 


love and marriage hadn’t been 


"VE BEEN two-timed, double-crossed and dirty- 


dealt by the most worthless, best-loving man 
I’ve ever known since I’ve been colored. He left 
me with the blues in the night, an illegitimate 
child and a lot of memories, bitter and sweet. 
I hate the very thought of him now every bit as 
much as I used to worship his very breath be- 
cause, next to him, Benedict Arnold and Judas 
Iscariot closely resemble a couple of Eagle scouts, 
but he taught me one lesson—the hard way. He 


_ taught me that the woman who goes around try- 


ing to put a halo on the head of an evil man and 
a harp in his hand has as much sense as Jane’s 
friend Irma. 

Me, I lost all my senses the day I met Danny. 
I was nineteen and old enough to know better, 
not exactly a wide-eyed, innocent child. I’d been 
around and knew the ropes because when your 


worth a plugged nickel. 


old man runs off from your ma and refuses to 
support her when you’re fifteen—and then your 
ma dies a year later and leaves you footloose 
and fancy-free in a big city like Atlanta, Georgia, 
you either learn to operate for yourself or you're 
lost as that chord the organist couldn’t locate. 
Anyway, all that’s besides the point. The point 
is that I had a room at the YWCA, a job, making 
pretty good at a handkerchief factory, and a good 
friend—a sweet-faced, quiet gal named Lucy who 
had run away from a harsh stepfather in Texas 
to make her own way. I was crazy about Lucy 
even if she was a square about love and men, to’ 
my way of thinking. But she.was so good and 
kind and human that I took her for a real buddy.” 
And she tried to be one, too, when she told me 
with neon lights in her (Continued on Page 73) 
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lake my man will you, you cheap little hussy!” 1 « 


ried between gritted teeth. Her head 


yanked back as | tightened my grip on her hair. 
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Marcia wanted to make Paul over into her ideal of a model husband. When I aul 


rebelled. Hal tried to move in.but Marcia woke up just in the nick of time. 


| GUESS Ill always remember the day 

after Paul and I separated. That was 
the day I walked into Hal Gibbon’s office 
with my head held high and a determina- 
tion to ignore the lost, lonely feeling 
pressing around my heart. I kept telling 
myself: “This will stop. It’s only at first 
that I’m at loose ends. I'll get over miss- 
ing Paul after a while.” 

To Hal, I said simply, “If you still 
think I’m a good secretary, I’d like to 
have my job back. Paul and I are 
through. He’s gone out to Long Island 
to start his flower business.” 

Hal observed quietly, “I won’t pre- 


tend to be sorry,” he said. “I think you’ve 


nade a wise decision. How could you 
hink you’d be happy with a man who 
had no sense of values—an impractical 
dreamer who turned down a good job 
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he 


because he wanted to dig in the dirt! 
I’m glad to have you back.” 

Working all day, I found I could for- 
get. But that night when I went home to 
an empty apartment and closed the door, 
I knew I was face to face with the ghosts 


‘of my marriage to Paul. I couldn’t very 


well escape them with the evidences of 
our three years. together all around me. 

Hal had been sure that my marriage 
was wrong from the start. But I had 
told him earnestly, “I can’t help it. I 
love Paul, even if he isn’t the sort of 
man I always thought I’d fall for.” 

No, Paul hadn’t ever been my ideal 
of a husband. When I first met him, it 
hadn’t even occurred to me that I’d ever 
marry him. I was enjoying life as Hal 
Gibbons’ private secretary then in those 
days. Hal was publisher of a magazine 


called Improvement which had acquired 
a wonderful circulation due to his hard 
work. I was really his girl Friday in 
that office because I did lots of things 
for him outside of my regular job. 

Early one afternoon, Hal had asked 
me if I’d leave a little sooner than usual 
and pick up some plants his wife wanted. 

Of course I said I would. Hal had 
been very nice to me. As a matter of fact 
my feeling for him amounted almost to 
hero worship. I always told myself: 
“When and if I ever get married, it will 
be to somebody as nearly like Hal as 
possible—that is—if there’s a double or- 
der of that.” 

My boss had become a sort of stand- 
ard for me in all things. It wasn’t just 
because he was tall and attractive with 
the slightest touch of gray in his black 




















hair. It wasn’t just that he wore his 
clothes like something out of this world. 
It was more because everything he did 
seemed so right. In business he had shot 
way ahead and | was impressed by that 
because a man who couldn’t be success- 
ful was to me, a sorry figure. 

Hal was married and even though his 
wife was a semi-invalid he treated her 
very well. It seemed sad to me that any- 
one as virile and exciting as Hal should 
have such a cross to bear. He needed a 
glamorous, intelligent wife to help him 
entertain. 

When I went to the greenhouse one 
afternoon Hal wanted me to pick up 
the plants—it was Paul Edwards who 
brought them out to me. 

Paul was in his shirt sleeves and his 
dark, smooth hair gleamed like polished 
ebony in the sun, as he bent over the 
little pots, patting down the dirt in each 
one with slim, sensitive hands. His 
brown eyes looked anxiously at me as 
he put them in the waiting taxi. 

“I'd better ride along and carry them 
for you,” he said, “They’re quite an 
armful.” 

I could have managed by myself but 
I agreed: “That would be kind of you.” 

Paul washed his hands, slipped into 
his jacket and got into the cab beside me. 

We talked like old friends during the 
ride to Hal’s apartment. I asked him if 
he liked the work he was doing. 

“Sure,” Paul told me eagerly, “But 
someday I’m going into that business 
on my own. It’s great watching things, 
grow. I took a course in horticulture 
at night school.” 

I felt his eyes.on me and I knew he 
was noticing my smart suit, small, chic 
hat, sort of sizing me up generally. Then 
he asked: “Do you work for Mr. Gib- 
bons?” 

“Yes,” I replied, “I’ve been with him 
ever since | got out of high school. I 
couldn’t imagine working for anyone 
else.” 

“ll bet you’re good at your job,” 
Paul said impulsively, “I'll bet you’re 
right on the button all the time.” 

I laughed but liked the compliment. 
“Do I look like:a typical office machine 
that clicks things off?” I asked him 
teasingly. 

This time Paul didn’t try to keep the 
admiration out of his eyes. “You look 
swell to me,” he said slowly, “I suppose 
this Gibbons guy is in love with you?” 

“Good heavens no! He’s married. 
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Didn’t you know that? There’s no ro- 
mance there. Anyway I’m too interested 
in my job to think about falling in love.” 

I really meant it—then. I had seen 
so many of my friends marry and leave 
their jobs to live on the small salaries 
their husbands made. They had a hard 
struggle to make ends meet, have lots of 
children, and had lost all their pep and 
good looks. I had seen enough strug- 
gling in my own home. Mom had always 
looked worried about money. There was 
never enough to go around. We were 
such a big family, but Pop was content 
with his mediocre job and hadn’t ever 
made any effort toward getting a better 
one. I had made up my mind my life 
wouldn’t follow that pattern even if I 
never got married. 

I really fought against my liking for 
Paul Edwards. When I realized it was a 
losing battle, I decided to try my best 
to direct the way he should go. After 
that first night I knew I’d be seeing him. 


I WASN’T sure just why I accepted 
Paul’s invitation to cocktails and din- 
ner that first day after the plants 
had been delivered to Hal’s home. 
Something told me Paul would be spend- 
ing half a week’s salary on the evening. 
But I knew he’d be hurt if I refused. 
After that I saw him often and finally I 
realized I had fallen in love with him. 

By that time Paul had become familiar 
with my views on things. Once I told 
him, “Some day I’m going to have the 
smartest apartment in Harlem and the 
sort of furniture I’m always dreaming 
about. Some day I’m going to give per- 
fect dinner parties and invite people who 
really count. Some day—” 

Paul had stared at me contemplative- 
ly, “Some day you'll have to marry a 
millionaire who can give you all that. 
It’s funny but you don’t look a bit like 
that kind of a girl, Marcia. I mean 
you're so little and lovely—so brown 
eyed and cute. I shouldn’t think money 
would be so important to you.” 

“At the risk of repeating what has 
been said many times—” Paul started 
slowly, “I don’t think marriage ought to 
be the secondary thing. And—” 

“It doesn’t have to be,” I interposed. 
“There can be plenty of time to run a 
home if a girl knows how to manage 
right. It’s just laziness and lack of sys- 
tem that accounts for career girls being 
poor home makers. I'll bet I could tackle 
both jobs very nicely.” 





Much later on, one night when we 
were walking through the crowded up- 
town streets to dinner, Paul’s fingers 
tightened on my arm and he drew me 
near him almost abruptly. “I love you 
so much it isn’t funny.” he told me with 
simple intensity, “But I’m not a bit sure 
I’m the guy you’re always talking about. 
I’m not successful. Maybe I won’t ever 
be. I guess that sort of lets me out 
doesn’t it, Marcia?” 

I looked up at him, holding his gaze 
with my own as I told him deliberately, 
“You could be the guy—if you really 
wanted to.” 

And’then I went on to say some of the 
things I had been thinking for some 
time. 

“Let me speak to Hal Gibbons about 
you, Paul. There’s a vacancy in our 
office right now. It might not be much 
to start, but with Hal in back of you it 
wouldn’t be long before you came right 
up. You sell plants now—you could 
learn to sell advertising for the maga- 
zine. Hal would see that you got a break 
if I asked him to and I could help 
you—” 

Paul’s face was a blank. “Advertis- 
ing? I don’t know a thing about that 
deal, Marcia. Plants—sure I know what 
I’m selling. I can talk about them be- 
cause they’re a part of me somehow. | 
like them myself so it isn’t hard to make 
other people feel that way. I—” 

“Come in and see Hal anyway. Let 
him talk to you. Will you do that?” 

I felt sure that he would. That night 
when he took me in his arms, he didn’t 
just kiss me goodnight quickly as he 
usually did. This time he held me close 
to him and I felt his heart beating crazily 
against mine. He kissed me many times 
and I knew nothing would ever be the 
same for me again. 

And one night soon after, as I waited 
for Paul to close up the greenhouse, he 
stopped in the middle of his work, turned 
and gave me a long, level look. It must 
have been some sort of magic magnetism 
which brought us together, for, later 
when we talked about it, neither of us 
remembered how we came to be so sud- 
denly in each other’s arms. 

Paul’s fingers gripped the back of my 
neck as we locked in an embrace behind 
a large fern. His lips on mine, he whis- 
pered desperately: “You’ve got to be 
mine, Marcia, mine for keeps.” 

From that (Continued on Page 89) 
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EBRUARY, WITH its holidays — 

Valentine’s Day, Lincoln’s and Wash- 
ington’s Birthdays—affords the inspira- 
tion for party-giving and comes as a 
welcome relief during the cold winter 
months after the New Year celebrations. 

Offering the most widespread appeal 
is Valentine’s Day, bringing with it 
hearts and flowers, lavender and old lace 
which become cherished memories 


throughout the years. 


February: 
Month Of Holidays 













Regardless of age, there is a universal 
thrill in receiving a Valentine, whether 
comic or sentimental, signed or anony- 
mous. These pleasant messages carry 
an air of intrigue and the ageless cupid 
devises new ideas each year. 

Important as February sentiment and 
celebration are, it is also important to 
remember that spring is just around the 
corner and wise planning for spring 
home necessities is an important con- 








sideration. 








hivtwaiaty “Tor All 


IGH IN STYLE this season are the 

very smart and practical shirtwaist 
blouses. Getting away from the staid, 
stiff, tailored, mannish effect, custom 
shirtmakers have designed many clever 
and glamorous styles adaptable to almost 
any costume. No matter how dressy or 
plain the suit, skirt or outfit, there is a 
blouse to go with it. In making blouses 
to order, selection of materials plays an 
important part. 

Personalized touches that can be add- 
ed, choice of color, style, and initials are 
dominating advantages of the custom- 
made blouse. Blouses shown are de- 
signed by custom shirtmaker Elsie Jones, 
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louse of imported pink linen crash has 
nch cuffs, is worn with studs, cuff links, 
simple gold pin. 



























Shirtwaist for sports wear is of waffle sheer, 
made with deep, set-in, dolman style 
sleeve for easy use of arms. 
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the , 
; and are in the $8 bracket, although her 
ist 
id prices range from $8 to $14. 
oi Achieving the fresh, finished look in 
' today’s up-to-the-minute style of custom- 
er : 

tailored blouses costs no more than to 
ost “ny 
R wear ready-made blouses, insists New 

r ? . 

York designer Miss Jones. In the long 
a ; ; 

run, she points out, the custom-tailored 
ses . 
blouses are cheaper since, for perfect fit, 
an 

exact measurements are necessary. 
d Material in these blouses range from 

; very plain linen, men’s shirtings, crashes, 

re ; : 

nylon and imported fabrics, to pure silk, 
n- : ‘ 
| rayon, taffeta, satin and plain brocade. 
e- 


Deep French cuffs are on the long sleeve 
variety and can be worn with the tailored 
cuff links or the very fancy frou frou 
styles. Others are shown with small, 
decorative buttons instead of French 
cuffs. Blouses that button down the 
front have a wide variety of fastenings. 
Some are made for studs in forms of 
fancy flowers, rhinestones, plain pearl 
variety or simple gold and silver. Many 
have initials embroidered on the collar, 
shirt sleeve or side pocket. Collars are 
versatile and effective when worn with 
pins, ties, scarves or flowers and most 


of them can be worn open. Shirtenatet 6 tall tical ull sl 

Se a irtwaist blouse of printed satin wit soft, full sleeves, two-button cuff, can be worn for 
‘stds pind ; dress-up occasions. Tiny pearl studs, four-strand pearl necklace worn under the collar 
inside gir “ne so tell-tale lines of the gqq finished touch to blouse. These blouses can be worn with long formal skirts in all 
blouse in skirts do not show. materials, dressy suits, or at home with lounging attire. 











Soft, feminine blouse for career girl is Blouse of imported checked linen has soft  Shirtwaist with jaunty wing collar, is 
made of imported striped lawn, is worn full sleeves, French cuffs. Flower studs smartly initialed in maroon. Blouse has 
with studs and cuff links. and pin by Roberta Hayes. fitted, two-button cuff, deep armholes. 
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Pin Curl 
At Home 


| oidapnartnt a visit to the beau- 
tician is impossible and it becomes 
necessary to turn one’s home into a 
makeshift beauty shop. A life-saver in 
this emergency is pin curling hair at 
home, a process which comes closest to 
achieving professional-looking _ results 
and calls for only a small amount of 
effort. In dressing hair normally, a 
great deal of time is spent in washing 
the hair, but one of the advantages of 
pin curling is that cologne or toilet water 
will do a most effective setting job and 
one which dries quickly. Setting lotions 
are not as popular as formerly and, al- 
though there are a number of good ones 
available, they lengthen drying time. 
There are a few important tips to bear 
in mind when pin curling hair at home. 
After the hair has been thoroughly 








' : ; washed, vigorous brushing is a must as 
nished hair style after pin curling is soft with deep waves framing the face. Curls are, curling and styling aid. It also helps 
flexible, easy to manage. Basic curl pattern provides variety of hair styles. 
create manageable styles, capable of be- 

ing varied in important detail. Pin 
curling of short hair especially lends it- 


self to the creation of.a wardrobe of hair 


hair is pin curled without washing, dampen it with water or cologne before wrapping 
around the finger. Cologne dries quickly, gives hair a pleasant fragrance. 





styles. 

% Work at your dressing table, keeping 
clips or bobby pins, oil and cologne 
handy. If hair is oily, do not use oil, 
but if it is dry, apply oil to the scalp. 
but never on the hair. A hand-dryer is 
a good thing to use, but not indispen- 
sable. 

When winding the curl, begin wrap- 
| ping the hair around the finger as close 
\ to the scalp as possible. Be sure’ the 
hair is neatly directed around the finger, 
while winding, for the care employed in 
this process will make it possible for the 
finished curls to comb out well. Hold 
= ‘ curls between thumb and _ forefinger, 
a | ready for clipping, while wrapping. 

When hair is dry, remove clips and 
brush hair thoroughly away from the 

7 part. If desired, side waves may be 
traced in place with the comb and fingers 
and hair pins inserted lightly in wave 
lines to hold them in place while the 
rest of the hair is arranged. Comb 
crown hair smooth and brush back hair 
up to create soft, fluffy curls. The fin- 
ished coiffure is smart and attractive. 
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you CAN BE GLAMOROUS WITH Codorcez” 


HUMAN HAIR STYLES 


SEND ONLY $1.00 WITH ORDER — PAY BALANCE C.O.D... 
AND RECEIVE f 4 
ee? 
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LIFELIKE 
curs 


BEAUTIFUL 
NATURAL 
LOOK 
CORONET 
OME COLD WAVE KIT 


A $2.30 GIFT WITH YOUR ORDER 
* OFFER LIMITED TO SUPPLY 





in : : : 

. Part hair in sections approximately one 
ss inch apart, then comb each section of hair 
ter before winding it around finger to curl. 














$950 $4% 


SINGLE PAGEBSY HEAVY 








“ Place second finger at base of section you 
S intend to curl. Wrap hair around finger, ine. 7th AVE. N. Y. C. 


- holding it flat and firm. 









GIANT $95 






Switch Styles 
Sent With Orde 
‘ "| ALL OVER GLAMOUR with Pomp BACK FEATHER 808 FEATHER CORL 


CLUSTER 





















Ave 
York 27, N. " y. 1C-40 
Enclosed find $1.00 deposit in cash, money SRONET COLD 
Price 





note. RUSH my order C.O.D. Plus FREE C 
WAVE KIT. 


















Fluffy and Soft 
sma *3™ 
MED. 5% 
Place clip on the curl. Proceed until all cance "Omen 














hair is in pin curlers. Place net on head, 
dry with hand dryer. 39 
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BEAUTY 


Choose 
The 


Right 
Face 
Powder 


Gurr BECAUSE it is the most 
popular cosmetic, face powder is 
often taken for granted. Surveys dis- 
close that at least 90 per cent of women 
use powder and apply it two to four 
times daily. How many women give 
any serious thought to the kind of pow- 
der they use and whether it comple- 
ments their skin or complexion? 
Matching powder color to your basic 
skin tone is the key to natural-looking 
make-up. Too-pale powder gives the 
flour-barrel look. Too-dark powder em- 
phasizes wrinkles and cheek hollows. 
Older women, whose skin has a muddy 
appearance, can wear lighter shades for 
a “cleaner” look since darker powders 
or those with a yellow cast do nothing 
for them. Women whose skins seem 
ruddy should stay away from rose tones. 
The best way to test face powder is to 
try the powder blend on the back of the 
hand. This will reveal the most flatter- 
ing shade. 


Lightweight powder is for dry skin, 


fine-textured skin, thin, transparent 
skin, aged papery skin, fine-lined skin, 
which would be exaggerated by heavier 
powder. Medium-weight powder is for 
normal skin, average-texture skin, sallow 
skin with tiny imperfections, such as en- 
larged pores. Heavyweight powder is 
for oily skin, coarse-textured skin, thick 
skin, florid skin, complexions with shiny 
areas, such as the nose and forehead. 
Makeup shown on this page is by com- 
plexion specialists of Merle Norman 


Studios. 
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Women with light skin should choose pow- For very light skin with tan tones, good 
der carefully, as a powder that is too light powder selection is “Sahara.” Apply pow. 
will take away the rosy, tan look. der base, then dab on powder with cotton, 








For medium brown skin tones, the powder Powder is blended into skin smoothly and 
selection is “Dusk-Glo.” Merle Norman, effectively with cotton with care that neck 
makeup specialist, applies powder. and chin areas are well covered. 








For dark brown skin, use powder base Makeup is complete, well toned to the skin 
matching skin tone. Select matching pow- which is left soft and smooth without 
der, apply with cotton. powder blotches. Lipstick should blend. 








Style No. 360 
9-17 §* 
10-20 


40-48 
20%-28% 


+ ad 


Style No. 266 

9-17 

10-20 1 
Styte No. 266 — Coming or 40-48 
going, this “special date” dress 11% 
shows its party manners. The 202-282 
back interest features alluring 
sheer net, figure-flattering cowl, 
and a new hip yoke that cascades 


into a swirling skirt. Finest rayon 
crepe in black, navy, aqua, rose. 


StyLe No. 360—Everything that 
Spring fashion favors from circle- 
cape, fully lined with rayon crepe 
to match the new print top and 
waist-hugging sash of this figure- 
praising and pocketed dress. Fin- 
est rayon gabardine in beige, 
navy, aqua, powder. 


StyLe No. 245—Inspired detail 3 b 
that usually comes high—but not ; ? 
here! The jacket nips in your 


waist, curves your hips and oe : 
ints up your trim silhouett vl ¥ 
vith brilliant buttons. There's ; eo Sk ark Originals q 
153 W. 27th St., New York 1, N. Y. 


double cuff to add a dash of 
“ee > = : 
* Men's wear suiting in Please send me the following dresses. If not 4 
delighted I may return in 10 days for refund. , . 3 


navy, grey, beige, aqua. 
Style{No. Size] 1st Color Choicd2nd Color Choice 
a wee 
ae eis mies 


0 I enclose full amount $........., you pay 
postage. 
© I enclose $1.00 deposit. Send C.O.D. I'll 
pay postman balance plus postage. 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY STATE 


DEPT. 71-02 


~ -@ 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


°e 
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The two-piece dressmaker suit 
with a jacket that, belt-free, 
flares out into a smart topper 
that you'll wear over other skirts 
and dresses as well. Your choice 
of two wonderful fabrics. 
Styte No. 514—Checked rayon 
men's wear suiting in black, 
navy, brown. 

Sryvte No. 515—Crease-resistant 
rayon gabardine in navy. beige. 
aqua, grey. ™ 
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COOKING 


Pineapple Turkey Sandwiches 


Chill 2 medium-sized cans sliced pineapple. Drain well. Prepare turkey or chicken salad with 
celery, green pepper, fresh mayonnaise. Cover large, round platter with fresh, crisp greens or 
lettuce. Place pineapple slices on greens. Spread with salad. Top with second piece of 
pineapple. Circle pineapple center with strip of pimento. Fill center with salted peanuts or 
almonds. This novel delicacy makes attractive, tasty dish. 





Canned 
Popular 


INEAPPLE, one of the rarest of 

tropical fruits, has become an every. 
day treat with countless uses as a del. 
cacy. To appreciate it, one should 
know a little about its historical back. 
ground. Pineapple grew wild deep in 
the American tropics centuries before 
the Old World discovered the Nev, 
Early explorers, delighted with this 
golden-hearted fruit, tried to carry it 
home with them, only to have it spoil on 
the way. Then they found’that the leafy 
crowns and slips would grow again even 
after months of drying. 

Pineapple came to Europe as a hot- 
house luxury, then spread throughout 
the world. But pineapples to reach their 
delectable native flavor, must be plant- 
ripened, and fresh fruit shipping was 
still many years away. The answer, of 
course, was commercial canning. 

Pineapple canning companies sprang 


up, learned the special trick of planting 














Pineapple Carmel Pie Crushed Pineapple Whip 


Mix % cup brown sugar, 3 tbsps. cornstarch, % tsp. salt. Add For a quick, easy pineapple dessert, combine 1 large can crushed pine 
cup crushed pineapple, blend. Add remaining pineapple. apple, % pound (16) marshmallows, cut in small pieces. Let stand i 
ook, stirring until thick. Remove from heat. Stir in 1 tbsp. refrigerator about one hour. Just before serving, drain, fold in 1 cup 
rated orange peel, 2 tbsps. butter. Cool. Line 9-inch pie whipped cream. Reserve a few pieces of crushed pineapple. Use 0 
pan with pastry and fill with pineapple mixture. Place twisted garnish each serving. Maraschino cherries may be added if desired. A 


pastry strips across pie. Flute edges. Bake 25 minutes. perfect ending for a heavy meal. 
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Pineapple 
Delicacy 


dips through miles of mulch paper 
srips, of cutting the fruit from its spiney 
amor, and of canning it at the peak of 
its ripened perfection. 

Qur main source of supply is the 
Hawaiian Islands and pineapple is 
brought to us in many forms—fresh, 
crushed, chunks, cubed, sliced, spears, 
and in juice. To the American public, 
three of the best-known and most popu- 
lar ways of using pineapple are with 
ham, plain and sliced and as pineapple 
juice. Yet, there are any number of 
other wonderful ways to use fresh and 
canned pineapple, and to help create new 
ideas for pineapple in your menus. 
Shown on these pages are suggestions 
for pineapple dishes for all times of day 
and all occasions. They are delectable, 
easy-to-prepare treats, which will add 
pep to your menus and save pennies and 
time in meal preparation. 





ose SP? 








Pineapple Bars 


Combine %& cup sugar, 1 tbsp. cornstarch, 1 tsp. lemon juice. Add 1 cup For perfect buffet supper, drain large can pineapple chunks. 
crushed pineapple. Cook until thick, then cool. For crust, sift together Place 4 or 5 on each of 8 metal or wooden skewers. Wrap each 


1 cup flour, 1 tsp. salt. Add 1 cup brown sugar, 24% cups raw rolled 





Pineapple Coffee Cake 


Sift 2 cups flour, 3 tsps. baking powder, % tsp. salt, 4% cup sugar. Cut in % cup shortening. 
Add beaten egg, 1 cup milk to dry ingredients and mix well. Place in greased 8-inch pan. 
Halve 4 slices pineapple, arrange on top of batter. Mix, sprinkle over top of batter, 4% cup 
flour, % cup brown sugar, % tsp. cinnamon and % cup melted butter. Bake in a moderate 
oven (375°F.) for about 45 minutes. 





Tempting Supper Platter 


skewer with bacon slice, securing ends with toothpicks. Place 


oats. Cut in 1 cup shortening. Pat down half of crumbs in square on rack in shallow baking pan. Bake 15 min. in hot oven. 


greased pan. Spread with filling, sprinkle top with remaining crumbs. 
ke in moderate oven 45 minutes. Let cool. 


Arrange on platter with hot buttered green beans, noodles 


Cut in bars. topped with buttered croutons. Serve with tossed green salad. 
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Sole Negro child in white nursery setup needs i 
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ntelligent handling on race questions. 


Helping Your Child Face Prejudice 


HARD working young career moth- 

er of my acquaintance was deter- 
mined to give her four-year old daughter 
the best pre-school education her income 
would allow. Living in a large city 
where there were- a number of seleet 
nursery schools, she visited each one, 
studying closely what these schools of- 
fered to children of her daughter’s age. 
he mother finally decided upon a school 
on the other side of town, a good dis- 
tance away from the poor neighborhood 
where she lived. Mrs. A. felt that by 
placing her child under the care of ex- 
pert teachers she could be sure of getting 


14 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


fine training for her daughter. She also 


' felt the child would escape the cruelties 


of neighborhood moppets whose parents 
might have been careless about racial at- 
titudes and name-calling. Each day when 
her daughter returned home Mrs. A. 
asked the child how she liked nursery 
school. “Mother, the children hit,” was 
an early reply. Mrs. A. was not dis- 
turbed by this, knowing that the first few 
days in school are pretty tough for any 
child. She explained to her daughter 
that after the children got to know her 
better they would not hit her. One day 
Mrs. A.’s daughter returned home and 


said tearfully, “Mother, the children 
won’t play with me. They call me a ‘nig 
ger!” 

Deeply hurt by her daughter’s exper 
ence Mrs. A. rushed over to the school 
the next morning and demanded. @ cor 
ference with the entire staff including the 
director. The director said she and the 
other teachers were indeed sorry thal 
some of the children were given to name 
calling and promised that the schoo 
would try to curb such practices. Quite 
understandably, however, the director 
was unable to promise that Mrs. A.’s e* 
perience would never be repeated. 

























' Instead, the director told Mrs. A. that 
ny children, though many parents do 
ot realize it, are tainted with prejudice 
st an incredibly early age—some while 
hey are still in their rompers. 
| Mrs. A. interposed a question: “What, 
then, can I do to protect my child from 
judice?” Again the director was 
quite frank. She advised that the problem 
was not one of trying to protect the child 
by throwing up artificial barriers but 
rather of preparing the child to face the 
existence of prejudice. Mrs. A. agreed 
finally that she had been somewhat over- 
galous in her efforts to “protect” her 
child from racial unpleasantness. By 
selecting an exclusive school, the cost of 
(which she could scarcely afford, she was 
fin reality seeking a sheltered refuge in 
‘which to hide the child from prejudice. 
While Mrs. A. did not withdraw her 
daughter from the school she has re- 
oriented her thinking on the subject and 
)is carefully teaching her daughter to 
face the important problem of racial un- 
fairness realistically. 

I know many parents like Mrs. A. who 
are faced with and confounded by this 
| problem. I can not set down hard and 
‘fast rules to be followed by all parents 
“in phases of such situations. Much de- 
| pends upon the child, his intelligence, his 
| sensibilities and the type of community 
| in which he lives. However, there are 
| some basic precautions about handling 
children and prejudice which can prove 
invaluable at any place or in any level 
of society. 

Results of recent surveys show a start- 
lingly high degree of bias among boys 
LY and girls of five, six and seven. Accord- 
ing to the surveys typical careless and 
wounding phrases spoken by children 
in this age group are: “Protestants go to 
hell.” “Catholic children are no good.” 
“We don’t like Jews on our street.” “I 
ain't playing with no more ‘niggers.’ ” 
These are not, terms merely overheard 
and repeated, parrot-like but not often 
understood. By the time many children 
reach kindergarten they have learned to 
associate these terms with very real 


& 





meanings. 

When your child comes to you saying 
he has been the object of this kind of 
Prejudice there are several things you 
should not do: (1) Don’t get excited or 
tor # «ety. If you do, you will give your 
ex | child a feeling that some crisis is at hand, 
thus deepening (Continued on Page 88) 
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This latest truly high fashion 
glass will enhance your beauty 
--. make you more glamorous. 
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HARLEQUIN 
LADIES’ 
BE-Bor GLASSES 
Genvine Optical Zyl. 
Light or Derk 

Tortoise Shell, Bive 
Peart, Pink Pearl or 
Black frames. 











Smert, . flattering. Newest style. 

Brown Shell, Bleck, Bive Pearl or Pink Peorl fromes. 
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Style #106 (Ledies) 3° 

Style #322 (Mens) 














HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
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HOME HINTS 


Vinegar 
Is Versatile 


i Pend BOTTLE of vinegar on you 

kitchen shelf is one of the most use 
ful items in the house. Not only is jt 
perfect for pickling and preserving, bu 
it also adds pungency and savor to salads 
and sauces, picks up meat and fish 
flavors and acts effectively as a cleaner, 
stain-remover and rinser. Copper-bot- 
tomed pots and pans, as well as other 
copper utensils, come glistening clea [ 
when salt is sprinkled on the copper, 
then rubbed on the tarnished surface 
with a tablespoonful of vinegar. 

Vinegar is a natural in many kinds 
of rinse water since it quickly chases 
alkaline soap. Soap itself lodges in the 
fibres of woolens and tends to make them 
stiff, while a few drops of distilled white 
vinegar added in the final rinse, leave 
woolens soft and fluffy. 

Among other functions, vinegar, in 
clear water, rinses glass surfaces well, 
provides excellent hair rinse when mixed 
with water; keeps cheese free from mold 
(when cheese is wrapped in vinegar. 
water soaked cloth) ; tenderizes steaks; 
keeps eggs from cracking when they are 
being poached and is a wonderful dis 
infecting agent. 
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Windows and mirrors are clear and sparkling when rinsed with vinegar-water. 


heese stays fresh, free from mold if wrapped and stored in To.keep copper utensils gleaming, clean them with salt and vinegar. 
cheesecloth saturated in vinegar. This is an easy and inexpensive method. 


D 


a ee ce ee 








‘Le 


your 
Ost use 
ly is it 
ng, but 
> Salads 
1d fish 
‘leaner, 
er-bot- 
> Other 

clean 
-Opper, 
urface 


y are 


Zar. 











MICROBACILLUS 





PITYROSPORUM 
OVALE 


NOTHING, Absolutely nothing 
known to Science can do more to 





STAPHYLOCOCCUS 


ALBUS 














Beware of your itchy scalp, hair loss, dandruff, head scales, un- 
pleasant head odors! Nature may be warning you of approaching 
baldness. Heed Nature’s warning! Treat your scalp to scientifically 
prepared Ward's Formula. 


Millions of trouble-breeding bacteria, living on your sick scalp 
(see above) are killed on contact. Ward’s Formula kills not one, 
but all four types of these destructive scalp germs now recognized 
by many medical authorities as a significant cause of baldness. 
Kill these germs—don’t risk letting them kill your hair growth. 


Once you’re bald, that’s it, friends! There’s nothing you can do. 
Your hair is gone forever. So are your chances of getting it back. 
But Ward’s Formula, used as directed, keeps your sick scalp. free 
of itchy dandruff, seborrhea, and stops the hair loss they cause. 
Almost at once your hair looks thicker, more attractive and alive. 


We don’t ask you to believe us. Thousands of men and women— 
first skeptical just as you are—have proved what we say. Read their 
grateful letters. Study the guarantee—it’s better than a free trial! 
Then try Ward’s Formula at our risk. Use it for only 10 short days. 
You must enjoy ali the benefits we claim—or we return not only the 
price you pay—but DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK. You be 
the judge} © Ward Laboratories, Inc., 1430 Broadway, New York 18, N. Y. 





CANE 
Guarantee = 
This written guarantee entitles you not only to es 
return of price paid for Ward’s Formula, but 
Double Your Money Back unless you actually SEE, 
FEEL and ENJOY all benefits herein claimed 
in only ten days. The test is at our risk. All you do 
is return unused portion or the empty 
bottle unless completely satisfied. 


Wad Laboratories, Ine. 
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DOUBLE 


ENJOY THESE 5 BENEFITS IMMEDIATELY 


1. Kills these 4 types of germs that retard normal hair growth= 


on contact 


2. Removes ugly infectious dandruff—fast 

3. Brings hair-nourishing blood to scalp—quickly 

4. Stops annoying scalp itch and burn—instantly 

5. Starts wonderful self-massaging action—within 3 seconds 


Here's the Proof! 
We get letters like these every day from grateful men and women 


all over the world. 


I must admit I didn’t have much 
faith in it, but I hadn’t been using 
Ward’s one week before I could see 
it was helping me. I could feel my 
hair getting thicker. 
E. K., Cleveland, Ohio 
Out of all the Hair Experts I went 
to, I've gotten the most help from 
one bottle of Ward's Formula. 
C. La M., Philadelphia, Pa. 


After using Ward’s for only 12 days, 
my hair has mops falling out. 
C., Cicero, Il, 
I am ‘tickled to death with the re- 
sults. In just two weeks’ time—no 
dandruff! W.T. W., Portola, Cal. 
I feel encouraged to say that the in- 
furiating scalp itch which has both: 
ered me for 4 my is now gone 
J. , Columbus, 5, Ohio 








We gladly cooperate with Physicians and Hospitals 
desiring to make clinicol tests of Ward's Formula. Please write. 








TO SAVE YOUR HAIR ACT NOW. aut coupon today for 10-day offer. Send No Money 


Ward Laboratories, Inc. 


1430 Broadway, Dept . 8502W. New York 18, N. Y. 


Rush Ward’s Formula to me at once. | will pay postman two dollars plus 
postage. | must be completely satisfied within 10 days, or you GUARANTEE 


pa of DOUBLE MY MONEY BACK upon return of bottle and unused portion. 


Nome.............. 


II access vnnecesentsbtccevtbanribhe dapcapeiiecaaeuata tmammmlcatt cciiset semana 


City 


OSs here if you enclose $2.00 with order, and we will pay postage. 


me refund offer holds, of course. 


APO, FPO, Canada and Foreign, add 59c—No C.O.D.'s. 
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HEALTH 


Acute 
Abdominal 


Ailments 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


duthor of “The Biology of the Negro” 


a 


Many doctors deny existence of “chronic appendicitis,” deem operations for it futile. 





AN ACUTE abdominal pain is a nuis- 
ance both to the victim and the doc- 
tor who treats it. For the patient it is 
such agonizing pain that he feels he is 
dying or wishes he might. For the doc- 
tor, often called in the middle of the 
night, it presents a considerable problem. 
He knows that nine times out of ten, the 
pain results from an ordinary stomach- 
ache following some dietary indiscre- 
tion; that it will promptly end with or 
without treatment. He also knows that, 
in most instances, the pain began early 
in the day but that the call to him was 
delayed until he was snugly asleep. On 
the other hand, the doctor usually real- 
izes the possible existence of a serious 
condition calling for prompt diagnosis 
and emergency treatment. Should the 
physician sacrifice his rest and answer 
the call immediately or should he take 
the chance that before morning the pain 


will be forgotten? In most instances his 


> 
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conscience and his ethical standards dp 
mand that he go. 

When the doctor is at the bedside 9 
a patient who is writhing in the ago 
of an acute abdominal pain, he is usualh 
at a loss as to what to do. He is temptel 
to yield to an urge to relieve the paiy 
at once with the medication to which 
he has access. But if he does. he log 
the best aid he has for accurate diag. 
nosis. The nature, location, severity, and 
course of the pain give the doctor muc 
information as to the basic condition 
fault. If he relieves it with drugs, both 
he and the patient might be lulled into 
the belief that everything is all right 
when in truth the disease responsible js 
advancing quietly to a status which 
might be fatal. Therefore, another crv 
Should his 


humane regard for human suffering dic. 


cial question poses itself. 


tate immediate relief or should the larger 
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question of an accurate diagnosis be 
given first consideration? 

The most usual cause of acute abdom- 
inal pain is the ordinary stomachache. 
However, the pain is not really in the 
stomach but in the intestines and is 
usually the result of some type of food- 
poisoning. Let us suppose that a man 
has eaten too much over-cooked cab- 
bage; that a boy has indiscreetly eaten 
several green apples, or that a housewife 
has served her family with some meat 
improperly kept from the last week. All 
of these foods contain certain irritating 
substances against which the intestines 
rebel and set up a series of defense reac- 
tions aimed at getting rid of the ob- 
noxious materials. There is first an exces- 
sive secretion of water and the initiation 
of increased peristalsis. These are mani- 
fested as a severe diarrhea. Like many 
of nature’s defense reactions, there is an 
over-reaction. Instead of the ordinary 
contraction of the bowels that move the 
food along the intestines, there is an 
intense contraction amounting to a 
spasm. It is these spasms which are re- 
sponsible for the pain. Certain portions 
of the bowels clamp down intermittently 
in tight knots. Each time that it does 
there comes a spasm of intense pain. If 
the doctor is absolutely sure of the cause 
of the pain he can give immediate and 
absolute relief. First, he can give one of 
the many new pain-killers that are now 
available. Second, he can give a drug, 
usually belladonna, which relaxes the 
bowels from the intense spasm. Third, 
he can give an appropriate cathartic and 
an enema which will sweep out the 
offensive poisonous substances. 

Until the doctor comes the patient can 
sometimes get very effective relief by a 
harmless procedure—the application of 
what is known as hot stupes. A large 
bath towel is wrung out of hot water to 
which is added a small amount of tur- 
pentine. The towel is applied, as hot as 
can be borne, across the whole abdo- 
men. Be careful not to scald the skin. 
Change the towel as soon as it cools. 

The reason why the doctor should not 
do any of the things mentioned above 
until he is sure of the cause is that infec- 
tions will give exactly the same initial 
symptoms and that if these treatments 
are given in the presence of infection 
the results may be disastrous. Let us 
take, for example, a case of acute ap- 
pendicitis, a very common Cause of acute 


abdominal 
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STREAMLINE WAISTLINE 


HIDE BULGES 


Say “goodbye” to that un- 
becoming tummy bulge and 
clumsy waistline. Instead 
Bh: ENJOY what your figure 
J needs most—HIDE-A- WAIST. PRESTO- 
chango, like magic, you have graceful, 
alluring curves. Unwanted bulges are evenly 
and comfortably banished. 17 
sectional features mold the 
most flattering curves. Keep 
you smoothly shapely no mat- 
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Start now to have a lighter, brighter 
skin appearance with 
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to lighten your skin, or your money 
back at once! 
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BEAUTIFUL 





DREAMER 


BEDTIME BRA 


THREE-IN-ONE 





NEW! bosom BEAUTY IN BED 


. . - Guard Your Beauty While You Sleep 


Nw A Great French Beauty Secret Is 
Yours ... The glamorous women of Paris 
have long known that the positions of 
sleep stretch tender tissues, strain soft 
ligaments. BEAUTIFUL DREAMER 
is the only bra specifically de- 
signed to support your breasts 
in their natural position—with- 
out undue restraint. No matter 
what your sleeping position, the 






amazingly low $2.98. 

FREE TRIAL PLAN—Try BEAUTIFUL DREAMER at 

our expense. SEND NO MONEY. Simply fill out 

coupon and pay $2.98 plus few cents postage on 

arrival. If not thrillingly satisfied, return it within 
to days for prompt a = of full pur- 

chase price. You take no risk 
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remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER 


TRIOLETTE 


nips waist “ provides uplift 





 slims silhouette — like nothing else can! 
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Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore Pa 
—it must be selected to give you the smooth, “ ; 
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(Continued from Page 19) 


believe what I heard. I was so happy| 
wanted to scream my good news to the 
entire world. Even though we could \ 
seen from the street in the YWCA vesti. 
bule, I took her into my arms and kisse 
her goed night, longingly. 


/ HEN I LEFT Diane I felt as though} 
were walking on a cloud. I passed; 
favorite tavern on 47th Street and decided 
to celebrate by having a beer before I wen 
to my room. 

Sitting at the bar sipping my beer my 
attention was attracted to a girl in a Per. 
sian lamb jacket who had taken the seat 
next to me. She was plump, good-looking 
and exuded an exotic perfume. She was 
drinking dry martinis. 

In between drinks my neighbor placeda 
cigarette in a long expensive-looking ciga- 
rette holder and asked me for a match. As 
I held the light for her she looked into my 
eyes—a look that made me feel weak all 
over. It almost made me forget I was hold. 
ing the match and I burned myself. 

“T like you,” she said. “Let me buy you 
a drink.” 

“No, let me buy you one,” I said. 

But when she insisted I told her I’d have 
another beer. 

“Beer?” she said in mock horror. “Peg- 


gy’s friends don’t drink beer. Say Hank,” 
she yelled at the bartender. “Fix my boy 


friend here a martini and give me-another 
one.” 

We took our drinks over *to~a booth and 
told each other about our work. She said 
she was a model and seemed glad to know 
I had a good job at the Post Office. She 
was certain I'd make a good lawyer. 

“If I ever get in trouble,” she said. “T'l 
get you to defend me.” 

After we finished the drinks I ordered 
two more. I guess she must have had quite 
a bit to drink before I saw her because she 
didn’t drink all of her first drink and she 
left more than half of the drink I bought 
her. Yet before long she was:tipsy. She 
apologized for staggering and asked me if 
I would see her home. Peggy didn’t want 
people on the street to get the wrong idea 
about her. She said she hated to see 4 
woman drunk on the street. 

I took Peggy’s arm to steady her as we 
walked to South Parkway for a cab. As 
soon as we were in the jitney she laid her 
head over on my shoulder and asked me to 
put my arms around her because she was 
chilly. I did. I knew she wasn’t really 
chilly since the car was warm and her fur 
coat was fastened. 
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When we got to the building where she 
jved on 55th Street, my new friend wanted 
to pay the cabfare but I wouldn’t allow 
her. 

As we were going to the vestibule, a 
shabbily dressed fellow came toward us 
from the shadows of the building. 

He called, “Peggy, can I see you a min- 
e?” 

She looked frightened momentarily, then 
said angrily, “Get away from me you punk. 
[ain't got nothing for you.” 

The fellow looking like a little beaten 
puppy. stood there for a moment then 
walked away. 

[helped Peggy into the elevator and up 
to her apartment. She gave me her key and 
after I opened the door I said good night, 
but she insisted I come in for a few min- 


ut 


utes. 

It was a small three-room 
furnished with a lot of expensive modern- 
istic furniture. The place could have been 
attractive but her ash trays were crammed 
with cigarette butts, clothing lay all over 
the oor and a good dust mopping was ob- 
viously needed. Dust was thick over every- 
thing. It was a messy place. I thought 
how Diane and I could have fixed it up 
homey. 

“Gotta excuse this place. Haven’t had 
time to clean it up the last few days. Work- 
ing late, you know,” said Peggy as she 
picked a pair of panties up off the floor. 

She turned on her record player and 
soft music filled the apartment. Then she 
took off her jacket and began to sway with 
the music. Her shiny black, tight-fitting 
dress revealed every curve. The plunging 
neckline exposed more than it should have. 
When she moved, her entire body rippled. 


apartment 


I was fascinated. 

Abruptly Peggy stopped swaying to the 
music and flopped down on the sofa. 

“Come on. Sit next to Peggy.” she said. 

I hesitated a moment, then took off my 
coat and sat next to her. I knew I should 
leave, but Peggy excited me, made my 
blood race. 

She put her arms around me and the next 
thing I knew she was in my arms. My head 
was reeling. I had never been kissed like 
she was kissing me then. When she quit 
she looked at me in a roguish way and 
poured me a drink. 


“Excuse me a moment while I put on 
something more comfortable,” Peggy said 


as she got up and went into the bedroom. 

When she returned she was wearing a 
fimsy negligee. 

“I know you must be tired,” I said. feel- 
ig very uneasy. “I guess I’d better be 
going now.” 

Peggy didn’t answer. She came to the 
sofa and sat on my lap, put her arms 
around me and kissed me on the ear. 

“Don’t go now,” she purred. “Peggy 
wants you to stay with her for a long, long 
time.” 

In spite of my guilty feeling, I couldn’t 
help being flattered that a sophisticated 


woman like Peggy wanted me to stay with 
her. 

She felt my arms and observed: “You’re 
strong.” 

“All-state prep halfback in Iowa two 
years ago,” I said boastfully. 

“Take me in your strong arms,” Peggy 
said as she put her arms around my neck 
again, 

When I gathered her in my arms, I 
shivered with delight. Her lips, caressing 
my face, put me in almost uncontrollable 
ecstasy. 

Peggy then reached over on the night 
stand and got a short stubby cigarette that 
was Closed at both ends. 

“Smoke this,” she said. “It'll make you 
feel good. Then you can really make love 
to Peggy.” 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“A reefer. It won’t hurt you. 
make you real interested in me.” 

“T don’t need that.” I objected. 

“Aw come on,” she pleaded. “I told you 
it won’t hurt you. Are you scared?” 

“No I’m not scared, but 

“No buts about it.” she interrupted. 
“Please? For Peggy?” 

She didn’t seem drunk now. She put her 
arms around my neck and I fell under her 
spell again. 

“Just this one, please,” she begged. 

One reefer wouldn’t hurt me. I reasoned. 
so I smoked it. Almost at once it made me 
feel high and I began having wonderful 
dreams even though I was awake. 

All the hours I was with Peggy I thought 
only of Diane, absorbed in my dream of 
our coming marriage. Then I guess I must 
have fallen asleep. 

The next thing I knew I was awakened 
by Peggy kissing me on the side of my 
face. The sun was streaming through the 


Itll just 


window. 

“Wake up and drink this. lover boy,’ 
she said. “It’ll make you feel better.” 

I had a bad taste in my mouth and my 
head felt as though I had been on a merry- 
go-round. For a moment I saw two Peggys. 

“Tt’s three in the afternoon,” she said. 
“You slept like a log.” 

The hot coffee she gave me burned my 
mouth. I had to drink it in sips. Then she 
showed me to the shower where I tried to 
wash away that awful feeling. 

“T’m dead tired.” I said. “Don’t know 
how I’m going to make it at work tonight.” 

“That’s easy. I can fix that for you,” 
Peggy promised, winking at me. 

She reached over into a cigarette box 
on the night stand and said: “Take these 


? 


two reefers. If you feel low tonight. smoke 
them and they'll give you a lift.” 

“No more of those for me,” I said, hold- 
ing my throbbing head. 

“Okay, but take them anyway and if 
you need them you'll have them with you. 
They won’t hurt you.” she said. 

She put them in my coat pocket and, a 
few moments later, saw me to the door. 

“When you get off from work tonight 
come on by for a drink,” she said. 
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I told Peggy that it might be after three 
in the morning but she said she’d be awake. 

I promised to come back. As I got on 
the elevator I turned and looked at Peggy 
and she blew me a kiss. 

The chilled air outside felt good in my 
lungs. I hurried to a phone to call Diane 
at the restaurant where she worked. I knew 
she’d be worried because I had always 
called her before noon. 

When Diane heard my voice she gave a 
sigh of relief. 

“T wondered what had happened. For 
a while I was afraid you were angry about 
last night,” she said. 

“Darling, how could I be angry with 
you?” I asked. “I just overslept.” 

I promised to call her from work later 
in the evening. 

I didn’t feel like going to the Post Office 
that night but I couldn’t afford to stay off. 

Everything went along fine at work that 
night until about nine o’clock. I could 
hardly keep my eyes open. I bathed my 
face in cold water a half dozen times but 
it didn’t help. I was about to tell the fore- 
man that I was sick and was going home 
when I felt those reefers in my pocket. 

I went back to the washroom and when 
it was empty I lit up one of the cigarettes. 
I could feel my weariness leave as I took 
my first big draw and the smoke filled my 
lungs. My head began to feel light again. 
I felt as though I was walking on a cloud, 
the same way I had felt when Diane said 
she would marry me next month. I began 
to get a carefree feeling and didn’t care 
whether I threw those letters in the right 
pouches or not. 

Under the influence of the reefer it was 
easy for me to imagine I was a lawyer, 
and that Diane and I were married. We 
had a nice home, car and everything. I 
even dreamed of Peggy, her insinuating 
bewitchery. 
Three hours later, the effects of the 
reefer began to wear off and slowly all my 
weariness began to return. I went back to 
the washroom and smoked another reefer 
and it put me back up in the clouds again. 
Before long it was time to leave work and 
I went home and went to sleep, completely 
forgetting my promise to Peggy. 


It was almost noon when I awoke the 
next morning. The effects of the reefer 
had worn off and I felt irritable. I went 
for breakfast where Diane worked and she 
smiled when she saw me come in the door. 

Diane looked at me closely and a con- 
cerned look came over her face. 

“Roy, darling, are you feeling all right?” 
she asked. 

“Sure, Honey,” I replied, but Diane 
insisted my eyes were dark-rimmed and 
bloodshot. I told her it was because I had 
just awakened. 

She smiled and appeared relieved, then 
added reproachfully, “You forgot to shave 
too.” 


I felt the stubble on my face and it came 








to me that I hadn’t shaven in two days. 

When I left, I told Diane I’d call her 
from work that night. 

The cool air didn’t relieve me as it had 
the day before, so I went back home to 
get some sleep but it was no use. I was too 
nervous. On an impulse, I decided not to 
go to work but to go by Peggy’s apartment 
early, then come home early and get some 
much-needed sleep. I caught a taxi, and 
went out to her house but she wasn’t at 
home. I walked up and down the street 
and stood in the vestibule almost an hour, 
wondering what kept me from leaving. 
Soon Peggy arrived in a yellow Cadillac 
convertible, driven by a middle-aged man. 

Peggy got out of the car and kissed her 
deadpan companion, who neither frowned 
nor smiled, but just waved and drove off. 
She was surprised to see me standing in 
the vestibule when she opened the door. 

“Hello, Lover Boy,” she said, kissing me 
on the cheek. “Couldn’t wait to see Peggy? 
I like that.” 

“Just happened to be in the neighbor- 
hood a little early and since I wasn’t going 
to work, thought I'd drop by,” I said. 

When we got up in her apartment, I 
asked, “Was that your boy friend?” 

“Oh, you mean the fellow who drove 
me up? No, he’s no boy friend of mine. 
He’s an old friend of mine who brought 
me home from the studio.” 

She took off her fur jacket. then threw 
her arms around me and said, “I believe 
Peggy’s Lover Boy is jealous.” 

I kissed her and said, “Yeah, I guess 
so.” 

She told me to mix us some drinks while 
she went to change her clothes. 

Waiting for Diane, I knew that what I 
was doing was all wrong, that I was not 
being true to Diane who loved me and who 
thought I was at work. But then she came 
into the room, threw her arms around me 
and said, “I’m crazy for you, Lover Boy.” 

The love session was on again. 

Between kisses, Peggy reached over to 
the night stand, got a reefer and handed 
it to me. 

“Here, Baby, smoke this for Peggy,” she 
said. 

She opened my shirt collar while I lit 
the cigarette. I took a big drag and be- 
gan to get that high feeling again, only 
this time it took me a little longer. As I 
smoked the reefer Peggy turned off the 
bright light and turned on a blue one. I 
was feeling good. Heaven couldn’t be bet- 
ter than this. 

Out of the blue mist, I saw Peggy stand 
up to answer her phone. 

I heard her say: “Listen you young 
punk. Quit calling me. I’ve told you a dozen 
times I’m through with you.” 

Then she slammed the phone down. 

She came back to me and said, “An 
old boy friend of mine. I’m through with 
him but he doesn’t believe it.” 

Peggy sent me home early that night. 
She said she was having some of her girl 
friends over and my being there wouldn’t 
look nice. When I left she gave me a half 








dozen reefers to smoke at work if I shoul 
get tired. 

For the rest of the week I went }y 
Peggy's apartment as I got off from wor 
early in the morning. I stayed less tha 
an hour each time, just long enough fy 
her to give me a few cigarettes. 

She wasn’t as loving now as she haj 
been when I first met her a few day: 
earlier. I couldn’t realize what it was tha 
made me want to be around her, especially 
with me knowing she was as cheap as they 
come and couldn’t begin to compare with 
Diane. 

I was halfway hoping Peggy would py 
me down, then I could stop living a lie 
But each night I left her she made m 
promise to come back and see her. 

She always gave me enough cigarette 
to tide me over until I saw her again, 
At work they were really a God-send when 
I would get so tired and could hardly stand 
on my feet or keep awake. 


(THE NEXT Sunday night, a week after 
I had met Peggy. I took Diane home 
from the show early so I could go to Peg. 
gy’s house. I felt as though I was being 
irresistibly drawn up to her apartment. 

She was in another flimsy negligee as 
usual and before I had been there five 
minutes, she was on my lap. It was a 
strange sort of attachment I had for Peggy. 
I wanted her and I didn’t want her. I guess 
my actions must have shown it too. 

“You don’t love Peggy any more,” she 
said in a pouting way. 

“Sure I do,” I said as I kissed her and 
ran my hand through her silky hair. 

But there was no doubt about it. She 
didn’t have the same effect on me any- 
more. 

Then she got up and sat in another chair 
looking as if she wanted to cry. 

“T guess it’s all over with us.” she said. 
“T like men with a lot of passion. You're 
chilly. as though you just came out of cold 
storage. I can’t imagine what has hap- 
pened to you.” 

I sat over on the chair with Peggy and 
tried to show her that I was the same 
person I was a week ago but she was not 
impressed. 

Then as though she remembered some- 
thing she’d forgotten, Peggy became jubi- 
lant and said, “Wait a minute. Why didn't 
[ think of it before. I'll get you something 
that a girl friend of mine left here a few 
months ago. People say it will really pep 
you up.” She winked at me assuringly 
and added, “I tried it once. It'll make you 
feel like you’re on top of the world.” 

She went into her room and closed the 
door and a moment later she returned with 
a long needle and a capsule in her hand. 

“This will fix you up,” she said ex 
citedly. 

She took my arm and rolled up my 
sleeve. She gripped my arm and held it 
like it was in a vise. 

“This might hurt for a second, but that’s 
all,” she said. 

Then she started pricking my arm 
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I shoul 
fast with the needle. I jumped because of 
Went by§ the pain. 
2m woh “Keep still,” she commanded. “It won't 
ess tha hurt much.” 
ugh fy Her face had suddenly become hard and 
drawn. She held on to me as though it was 
she hajf amatter of life and death to her. Her eyes 
w day: | were almost popping out of her head. “This 
vas that will make you love me more,” she said as 
pecially | she pricked my arm. She stuck me about 
as the § twenty-five times in a few moments. There 
re with} was quite a bit of blood. Then she sprin- 
kled a white powder from the capsule on 
wld put § those pin pricks. 
r a lie After she had put the powder on those 
ide me } open places she let go of my arm and her 
face relaxed. She sat on my lap, kissed 
arettes | me and said, “You'll feel good in a 
again, minute.” 
1 when Before she had finished what she was 
stand | saying I was feeling a queer sort of happi- 
ness) Moments before I had been sort of 
tired but now that was all gone. 
- after “Come on Lover Man,” she said. “Make 
home | love to me.” . 
) Peg. I felt that if I wanted to I could lift a 
being battleship. Peggy and I floated on pink 


~ I clouds and for the first time I forgot Diane 


me completely. Somewhere along the line, I 
> five | fell off into a deep sleep. 

asa I was awakened by a sharp pain in my 
eggy, | arm that made me jump. It was Peggy 
suess sticking my arm again with that needle. 


I said without trying 


“Hey, that hurts,” 
grip. “That's 


> she | to take my arm from her 
some way to wake up somebody.” 


and “Hold still.” Peggy insisted. “This will 
keep you from getting tired when you go 
She | ' work tonight. You won’t have to smoke 
pri any more reefers after you’ve had this,” she 
‘ said. 
hair I didn’t struggle because I was looking 
forward to having that feeling again. 
aid. When I went to work that night Peggy 
ou gave me a couple of capsules of heroin 
‘old and told me to use them in case I got 
ap tired. I was beginning to feel that all I 
needed was one good night’s sleep and | 
” would be all right. She said she didn’t 
al think I would need the heroin but if I 
a should it would take away all my tired- 
ness, 
“a Before the night was over I had used 
hi- one of the capsules. 
at For a week and a half I was seeing 
we Peggy every day. just long enough to get 
m some heroin from her. During that time I 
- didn’t see Diane nor did I call her. Half 
ly the time I just plain forgot about it until 
te It was too late. 

I noticed that Peggy was definitely cool- 
be ing off toward me. She hadn’t even seemed 
h to want to see me since the night she first 

stuck my arm. I'll admit I was a bit re- 
‘ lieved by the way she was acting. 
| Then came my big awakening about 
‘ Peggy. One night I went by her apartment 
‘ and she told me she wasn’t working any 
more and that I’d have to buy the heroin 
’ myself. She said it would cost me a dollar 


a capsule or eighty-five cents if I bought 
twenty dollars worth at a time. I knew 











her okay and asked her to get me some a 
little stronger because the effects of what 
she was using now seemed to wear off too 
soon. 

Peggy said she knew how to get stronger 
heroin. I gave her a twenty dollar bill and 
asked her to get me a supply. She left me 
there in her apartment while she went for 
it. Every bone in my body was aching 
dully and soon I began to itch all over. It 
seemed she would never return. Then she 
came. She’d been gone only twenty 
utes but it seemed a lifetime. 

“T bought you a hypodermic needle.” she 
said. “By putting it into the bloodstream 
it will be stronger.” 

I gave her the two dollars she said she 
paid for the needle and she showed me how 


min- 


to prepare the stuff. 

“Tt’s safe as long as you sterilize 
needle with a match.” 
Then she took my 
was not so intent as ten 
Slowly she shot the heroin into my blood 
Almost as soon as she was through 


your 
she said. 

This time she 
days earlier. 


arm. 


stream. / 
I felt normal again. 

Then like a bolt of lightning it struck 
me through my thick skull. I was hooked. 
This woman had made an addict of me. I 
felt ashamed. I looked at Peggy in her 
tight-fitting dress and wondered how in the 
name of all that was holy to me. I'd 
allowed myself to be trapped by such 
person. 

As she handed me my capsules I became 
angry and grabbed her arms and looked 
at them. They were clean. There wasn’t a 
needle mark on either arm. 

“You filthy wench.” I shouted at her. 
“You made a sucker out of me.” I was 
shaking with rage as I took her throat in 
my hands. 

Peggy struggled to get away from me 
but I was determined she was going to pay 
for hooking me. Then I saw she was gasp- 
ing for breath and turning pale. I let her 
throat loose and she fell to the floor. Slowly 
she sat up holding her head. 

“You aren’t killing.” 
cocked back my fist to punch her. 
stead I reached down and slapped her with 
all my strength. The way I felt, I wanted 
to knock her head off her shoulders. Her 
head struck the wall. 

“Keep that dope for another sucker,” I 
said as I went out the door. 

I went home and decided not to go to 
work that night. I needed rest and I felt 
that would be the best way to beat the 
habit. I was determined not to take an- 
other shot. It had been a long time since 
I had prayed, but that night before I got 
in bed I got down on my knees and asked 
God to forgive me for what I had done 
and to give me strength to fight that dread- 


I said. I 


but in- 


worth 


ful heroin. 

Just before daybreak, I woke up sweat- 
ing and shaking all over. 
pulsion but I was determined not to take 
until 


It was a com- 


I tossed and turned 
oon it began to ease 


another shot. 
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Ladies—here’s your 
chance to get a whole 




































your own without paying 
a single penny! And, un- 
believable though it sounds, 
make up to $100 a month, 
besides—just by wearing 
stunning dresses and show- 
ing them to your friends! 


Here’s All You Do! 
Just wear these lovely Fashion 
Frocks, which are given to you 
as a bonus. Take your choice 
of over 150 gorgeous models. 
ee When friends ask about 
them,—simply explain how 
you can get them the ‘same 
exquisite styles. It’s our unique 
way of advertising the unbeat- 
able values offered by Fashion 
Frocks! You need no experi- 
 ence...and no door-to-door 

canvassing is required ! 
Hurry! Openings Limited! 
Coupon brings you FREE 
“Style Show” with the 
whole thrilling array of Fashion 
Frocks, plus actual fabrics ! 
But please hurry because 
openings are limited! Send in 
coupon before it’s too late! 
No obligation—nothing to buy. 
FASHION FROCKS, INC., 
Studio J2114, Cincinnati 25, 0. 


EVERYTHING IS 
GIVEN TO YOU 


MAIL COUPON ON POSTCARD~ mail today 
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chance to make up to $100 in a month for wearing ] 
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me in any way, send everything I need FREE! i 
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Blue and Irritable 
from “Change of Life” 


Long Island woman 
says doctor’s discovery j; 
“acts like a miracle” 3 


Like many women go- = 
ing through * ‘Change of 
Life’’, Mrs. Mary Meyer, % 
Maspeth, L.I. was de- : 
pressed and irritable. She writes, “When 
I began taking Dr. Pierce’s Favorite 
Prescription, it was the beginning of a 
new life for me. I feel so much better. I 
can truthfully say your medicine works 
like a miracle.’ 

If you are weak, nervous and run-down 
because of functional distress due to 
“Change of Life’’, try this remarkable 
medicine. It works 3 wonderful ways 
to help you. First, taken for a time, it 
relaxes that nervous tension. Second, as 
a uterine sedative it helps soothe that 
important organ. Third, it acts as a 
stomachic tonic to help build up your 
resistance. Give Dr. Pierce's Favorite 
Prescription a chance to help you! At 
our druggist’s in liquid or tablets. 
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up a bit and I knew that I had it licked. 

Later that morning I got up and shaved 
and went to the restaurant for my break- 
fast. I hadn’t seen Diane for almost two 
weeks now. When she saw me I dropped 
my eyes in shame. 

She came to the counter where I was 
sitting and said: “Hello stranger.” 

“Hello Diane. Sorry that I haven’t had 
time to call you but .. .” 

She interrupted whatever lie I was about 
to tell and said, “You don’t have to ex- 
plain. Found a place yet?” 

I shook my head no. 

“Neither can I. We’re still getting mar- 
ried next week, aren’t we?” 

“Tf you still want me, after the way 
I’ve neglected you in the past week or so.” 

“Want you? Aw, darling, not seeing or 
hearing from you has been like going 
through hell. But we'll forget that now.” 

Then it hit me again with the full force 
of an atomic bomb. I began to itch all 
over and my stomach felt as though it was 
drawing up into a knot. All this was hap- 
pening right there in front of the sweetest 
girl in the world and the one I was to 
marry within a week. 

I got up hurriedly and broke for the 
door. 

“Sorry Diane. Got to go now. See you 
later.” I said. 

She ran from behind the counter and 
~tepped between me and the door. All eyes 
in the place were on us. 

“Roy, wait!” she pleaded. “Are you in 
trouble? Tell me what it is! Please!” 

Those were the last words I heard as I 
brushed her aside so I could get out into 
the open before she learned my terrible 
secret. 

On the street it became even worse. I 
iopped into a jitney and went straight to 
Peggy's apartment. She wouldn’t let me in 
but spoke to me with the burglar latch on 
the door. 

I told her that I was serry for what 
happened last night and asked her for the 
capsules I left there the night before. She 
said she thought I was gone for good and 
threw them away. 

I knew she was lying but what could I 
lo? I asked her where I could get some 
more, 

“Go to Bud’s restaurant on 35th street 
near South Parkway.” she said. “I'll call 
him and tell him you’re coming. Ask for 
a piece of pie and put an extra dollar with 
the money for the pie. If you ever need 
any more he can be your swing man,” she 
said, 

When I went downstairs I noticed the 
yellow Cadillac that belonged to her friend, 
fom Crandall, parked in front of her 
building. I guessed he was upstairs with 


ner. 


WENT TO Bud’s restaurant. It was a 

far cry from the one where Diane 
worked, dirty, greasy and frequented by a 
crowd of shabbily-dressed hangers-on. 

I asked the gaunt, short fellow behind 
the counter if I could see Bud. He said he 








was Bud. I told him that Peggy said she 
was going to call him for me. 

The fellow looked at me for a moment 
as he wiped his hands on the greasy apron 
he’d probably been wearing for a month, 
then said, “Go to the back counter. Be 
with you in a minute. Have the money 
ready.” 

A few moments later he came back with 
a slice of pie and I gave him a dollar and 
a quarter. I lifted the crust and found my 
capsule of heroin. Then I got up to leave. 

“Wait a minute, square.” he said. “Eat 
what you order in here. What do you want 
to do? Tip people off that we’re taking 
care of you people?” 

As I was gulping the pie down Bud be- 
gan wiping some dishes and came near 
where I was eating. Anyone five feet away 
wouldn’t have known he was talking to me. 

“If you ever get caught you don’t know 
where you bought this stuff. Understand?” 

I nodded yes. 

“Some of the boys who buy their stuff 
here might not like it if you caused the 
cops to stop their supply. Some of the 
boys have been known to leave a stoolie in 
an alley with his head bashed in. Other 
stoolies have been known to die from hot 
shots,” he said. 

“A hot shot? What’s that?” I asked. 

“An overdose of the junk or a shot with 
just enough strichnine in it.” 

I was being threatened and didn’t like 
it a bit. But what could I do? Before I 
finished my pie I remembered that I didn’t 
have a needle. 

I called Bud over and asked him how 
much for a needle. 

“Are you a joy popper or a main liner?” 
he asked. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Do you stick your arm a lot of times 
or do you shoot it into the vein?” 

“Into the vein,” I replied. 

“You're a main liner. You want a hypo- 
dermic needle. That'll be three dollars.” 

I paid him for the needle and as I was 
leaving told him that if I ever needed any 
more of the stuff I'd be around to see him. 

“Anytime,” said Bud. “Anytime.” 

I went to the washroom in the el station, 
gave myself a shot, and felt all right again. 

When I got home Mrs. Campbell had put 
a note on my dresser saying Diane had 
called several times. I was to call her as 
soon as I came in. I knew she must be 
upset but I didn’t want her to know of the 
terrible curse that was hanging over my 
head. I realized then that our marriage 
definitely had to be postponed for a long 
time. 

I decided to find myself another room 
where Diane couldn’t find me. I found one 
near 3lst and Indiana Avenue that morn- 
ing. I was sure that Diane and I would 
never meet in that neighborhood. Then too 
my room would be near Bud’s restaurant. 
When I left Mrs. Campbell I wouldn't give 
her a forwarding address. 

My new room was no larger than the 
old one and the cost was the same even 








though the building appeared ready , 
fall down. 

The next few weeks I did everything | 
could think of to resist my cravings but j 
was no use. I had to buy heroin from By 
three and four times a week. I was using 
as much as five caps a day at that tim 
It seemed the harder I fought the mop 
dope I needed. 

I was spending every cent I had for dope. 
I wasn’t able to buy it wholesale anymor 
because of not having the money. Soo 
other swing men approached me on the 
street and asked me to buy from them, | 
had almost a half dozen contacts before to 
many weeks had rolled by. I even started 
cutting down on the money I was sending 
to Mom and soon I had to stop sending 
her money altogether. 

Occasionally when I was out looking for 
a swing man I would see Peggy riding wit) 
Tom Crandall in his Cadillac. Other times 
I saw Crandall riding other pretty girls ip 
his convertible and began to wonder if he 
was Mr. Big in the dope racket. 

Three months after Peggy had tricked 
me into the habit I was using eight cap. 
sules a day. They didn’t bring me pleasant 
dreams any longer. Instead I had night. 
mares, wondering how long the effects 
would last and whether I would have 
enough money to buy more heroin the 
next day. 

When I ran out of money and _ payday 
was a long way off. I began to pawn my 
clothes. Soon I had pawned everything 
but what I was wearing. I even began sell- 
ing blood to a hospital for money for the 
stuff. I had almost stopped trying to fight 
the monster. It was no use. 

I was losing weight fast. I guess part of 
it was because I wasn’t eating regularly. 
I was always feeling tired and_ often 
stayed away from work. Sometimes I for 
got to call in to the Post Office that I was 
sick. After being off from work for a num- 
ber of days without reporting it, I was 
called into the personnel office. I was told 
that both my work and attendance records 
were unsatisfactory and was advised to re: 
sign rather than wait and be fired. I wa: 
told that by resigning I could keep my 
employment record with the government 
clean. 

I resigned as requested and went back 
to the stockyards and got a job. I had to 
quit after being there for three days be 
cause I needed a job where I could be paid 
every day. I had no money so I pawned 
the blankets my landlady had put on my 
bed. 

I wired home to Mom for $50. I told her 
I needed the money badly. While I was 
waiting for it to arrive I found all my 
empty capsules and rinsed them out hoping 
to get the benefit of what little bit of 
heroin was left in them. I got a little but 
not much that way. 

Two days after I wired Mom, collect, for 
the $50 she sent me $25. That was all she 
had. That went like the rest. During one 
of my sensible moments I realized that by 
taking Mom’s money for heroin I had sun 
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LOVELIER, MORE LUSTROUS — 
SOFTER HAIR MAY BE YOU 


With FULL STRENGTH KOTALKO & SHAMPOO 


Just One Application Starts To Make Hair 
“Smoother Glossier  Silkier Free of Flaky Dandruff 


THOUSANDS OF LETTERS FROM 
SATISFIED USERS ATTEST 
TO KOTALKO’S EFFECTIVENESS. 


This amazing full strength ointment does 
more than make hair look more lustrous and lovelier—it contains a 
combination of not one but several ingredients that help promote a 
healthier, more normal scalp. It helps remove flaky, excessive 
dandruff—aids nature to help heal bumpy externally-caused scalp 
sores and quickly curbs dry, itchy scalp conditions. Professional 
men know that when the scalp is healthy and normal, hair is more 
attractive, more lustrous, lovely and soft. That’s why thousands of 
attractive women use Kotalko—don’t you miss this beauty thrill! 
Help your hair become more normal ... get Kotalko at your neigh- 
borhood druggist today. Costs little for the help it gives! 
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WHAT GRATEFUL USERS SAY ABOUT KOTALKO 


*“My hair was a mess—short and fuzzy, caused by 
using hot irons. A girl friend told me about Kotalko 
Ointment and Soap. I'd recommend it to anyone—it’s 


LU ST RO U sy H A I R A M AZ ES wasps ee ee a Chicago, Illinois 
LEADING N.Y. BEAUTICIAN LAGOON ATOM 















New York, June 9—Miss Vivian Ford, owner of > Guaranteed @ 
the Vivian Ford Shop, 736 St. Nicholas Ave., N. Y.C. FS @ 
stated that she used full strength, wonder "working =< Kotalko Ointment and @ 
Kotalko for a pe riod of six weeks on one of her cus- 4 Shampoo Soap are fully Zz 
tomers, whose hair was dull, dry and brittle due to Sg ee Oe ee > . S 
lack of sufficient natural hair oils. “Today,” says oie (a a prec othe FY guaranteed to give you the @ 
Miss Ford, “her hair is her crowning glory .. . I Kotalko for me. It worked | F¥ good results you desire or @ 
wish you could see how lustrous, how Leantifal it almost like magic. It helped = your money refunded. Z a 
looks. Kotalko supplements natural oils, adds silky prevent dry, ‘breaking -off, 2} S 
smooth beauty that every woman loves! It really brittle hair—now my hair is FS IOS 
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rates hair raves! 


You, too, may have softer, more lustrous and softer and smoother.” 
lovelier hair with Kotalko. In these days of scien- _ Fannie S. Patrick, SOLD ONLY 
tific achievements, why have brittle, unattractive, =, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
hard-to-manage hair . . . when for but a few cents 
you may have the silkier, lovelier, more lustrous, THROUGH YOUR 


softer hair that men and women will admire. Get 
NO MAIL ORDERS 


marvelous medicated Kotalko and three large bars 
KOTALKO OINTMENT :.. SOAP - accerten 
















of foamy Kotalko Shampoo Soap at your nearest 


druggist today! 
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way down in the quicksands of life. 1 
vowed that I’d die before asking her for 
any more money. I had to do something. 
I had fallen way behind in my rent. 

I began working on any odd jobs I could 
find including porter work, washing dishes 
or picking chickens. I wasn’t proud. 

One afternoon when I came home from 
one of those jobs my key wouldn’t fit the 
front door and I had to ring the bell to 
get in. When the landlady came I com- 
plained that my key wouldn’t fit. 

“You’re right it don’t fit,” she said. 
“Here I try to be nice to you by letting 
you owe me six weeks rent and when I go 
into your room to change your sheets I 
find all my blankets gone.” 

“I know what you are doing, you, you 
dope fiend!” she bellowed. “Now get away 
from here before you steal my front door. 
Go on! Git before I call the police.” 

As I walked down the steps it seemed 
the final blow had struck. It began rain- 
ing and I was without a coat. I had become 
a street-dweller. 

I began hustling, begging on the streets. 
Whenever at the end of the day I had an 
extra half-dollar left and the weather was 
bad out, I'd rent myself a bed in a flop 
house down on South State Street. Almost 
all those who stayed there used dope in 
one form or another. Nothing you owned 
was safe there unless it was tied to you. 
One morning when I woke-up some one 
had stolen my shoes and I was walking 
around in my dirty. ragged socks. The 
keeper of the place gave me two shoes that 
were not mates and had curved up like 
half moons. I had to put cardboard in the 
bottom of them to keep my feet off the 
ground. 

The police often raided the place when 
[ wasn’t there. The arrests cleared up 
many robberies. A burglary gang confessed 
to robbing mailboxes of government checks. 
(nother junkie arrested there was convicted 
for the murder of a milkman during a 
holdup. 

Early one morning, before I had gone 
out looking for a job, I heard a commo- 
tion in the bathroom. Some one went to 
phone for a doctor. I went to see what 
was There on the floor, with a 
hypodermic needle in his arm, was a young 
fellow, dead. He died giving himself a 
shot. I never learned whether it was a hot 

shot, an over dose or if the fellow just had 
a weak heart. Whatever was the cause of 
his death, he was one of the lucky addicts. 
His suffering had ended. 

You could almost tell who were the ad- 
dicts in that place. We all decided to leave 
hurriedly before the police arrived. We did 
too—-that is all but me and three other 
fellows. The cops came in and searched 
us and naturally, I had to be the one with 
a capsule of heroin in my pocket. At the 
County Jail Hospital I was given a shot 
of something weak, but that didn’t help 
me much. I was sick all night long. 


wrong. 





TH NEXT day the judge in the nar- 
cotics court fined me $100 and sen- 
tenced me to ninety days when I was un- 
able to pay the fine. 

Working on a detail at county jail, two 
days later, I felt a tap on the shoulder. A 
guard told me some one had paid my fine. 
I thought it must be a horrible joke. 
Unless ... 

Diane was sitting in the waiting room. 

“Hello, Roy,” she said. 

She looked so fresh and pretty and I felt 
so depraved, lost and ashamed. That’s 
what made me speak to her in a short 
manner, I guess. 

“Thanks for getting me out,” I said. 
“But you’re only wasting your money.” 

We walked out into the sweet. fresh air 
of the streets. Air which I thought Id 
never breathe again. 

“It’s not my money. It’s your money. 
Remember you gave me $200 for the fur- 
niture?” 

“You're still wasting it.” I said. “I'll be 
back on the stuff first chance I get.” 

Then I told her it was because of dope 
that I stood her up at the altar and asked 
how she found out I was in jail. 

“You made the newspapers,” Diane told 
me. 

As we were walking to the street car 
she turned to me and pleaded. “Roy. you 
can’t fight this thing alone. Please let me 
help you.” 

“I’m beyond help.” I answered bitterly. 

“Oh. no. Roy.” she said. “I talked to 
one of the doctors who eats at the restau- 
Fant this morning. He says that if you want 
to. you can be cured. But it’s up to you.” 

“IT want to be cured.” I said. “Lord 
knows I do.” 

“Then we'll make application for you at 
the Public Health Hospital down in Lex- 
ington.” 

“That's no good. They’ve got a waiting 
list down there three months long,” I said. 
“Tl be dead by the time I'm admitted.” 

“Let’s try it anyway.” said Diane. 

“Okay, but don’t say I didn’t warn you. 
You don’t know what you're getting your- 
self into.” I said. “Where will I stay? At 
my favorite flop house where I can see my 
old cronies giving themselves a shot every 
now and then?” 

“No you'll stay with me at my apart- 
ment. I’ve got an apartment now.” 

“Now wait a minute. I can't do that. 
What’ll your friends say?” 

“I’m not interested in friends. Roy. I’m 
interested in you. You'll have your own 
room. Please Roy! Do it for my sake.” 

I tried to show her the danger it was to 
her. I couldn’t work so I'd probably steal 
from her. I did everything I could to con- 
vince Diane not to get herself involved but 

she wouldn’t hear of it. 

Then I told her everything. about Peg- 
gy. the whole sordid story. It wasn’t even 
pretty for me to hear. It brought tears 
to her eyes. 

She said, “All the more reason we’ve got 
to fight this thing together. I’m responsi- 


ble too. If I hadn’t been so bull-headed 


we would have been married and there 
would have been no Peggy.” 

I consented even though I didn’t think 
it would work. Soon the street car came 
and Diane gave me a dollar with which ty 
pay the fares. 

She had a furnished two-room kitchen. 
ette apartment that had been cut up from 
a six room flat. Even though it was sparse. 
ly furnished it was neat like Diane. She 
would sleep on the sofa in the front room 
and I would sleep on a roll-away bed jn 
the dinette. She bought the bed that day 
for me to use. She even had a complete 
change of clothes for me. including ap 
overcoat. I hoped I wouldn’t be weak 
enough to pawn it. 

I took a hot bath and put on my clean 
clothing. I was feeling better already. | 
took the old rags I was wearing and threw 
them in the garbage can. That evening 
after dinner Diane wrote a letter to the 
Public Health Hospital requesting that | 
be admitted. I helped to compose it. While 
we were sitting around there, neither of 
us spoke of the plans we made months ago, 
We just talked about my getting well, 
Looking at Diane made me realize what | 
had missed and what a fool I had been, 

Even though I enjoyed sitting there with 
Diane I still wanted to go out and find a 
swing man. I found an excuse of getting 
out by telling her that I would go out and 
mail the letters. When I left she gave me 
a set of keys to the apartment and a dollar 
with which to buy stamps. I think she 
knew what I was going to do with the 
change from the dollar but she didn't 
let on. 

I mailed the letter and soon found a 
peddler. I gave myself the shot in the 
toilet of an el station. 

Later when I returned to the apartment. 
Diane was asleep and my bed was made 
down. I took another hot bath and got in 
bed. I had almost forgotten how nice it 
could feel sleeping between clean sheets. 

The next morning I was awakened by 
the smell of coffee percolating in Diane’: 
living room. When I got up and dressed 
she was ready for work. 

“T wanted to fix breakfast for you but 
you were sleeping so well I didn’t want to 
disturb you.” she said. 

Before she left she told me that the 
electric ice box was full of food. 

After Diane was gone and I had eaten 
breakfast, I began to go through her 
dresser drawers. looking for something to 
pawn—something she wouldn't miss. On 
the dresser was a picture of me I had 
given her earlier in the spring. It was the 
picture of a young man who had been 
almost handsome. Now I was emaciated 
and looked years older. 

In one of the drawers I saw the costume 
jewelry I gave her on her birthday. | 
probably could get enough from a pawn 
shop to buy at least five caps. 

Then a spark of self respect must have 
crept back in my soul and was rekindled. 
I couldn’t do this to Diane. the girl who 
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was doing all she could to save me and 
who still believed in me. Without hesi- 
tating I put her keys on the dresser, and 
closed the door, locking myself out, before 
| was forced to steal some of her belong- 
ings. I would try and beat the habit but 
I couldn’t stay there and do it. 

I knew I had to do something desperate 
real fast to get help for myself or I would 
sink right back into the same old muck 
from which Diane was trying to rescue me. 
| was wandering down the street. I had 
walked for blocks and a cold sweat was 
beginning to pour over me. I had to have 
some stuff. 

With the cleverness of desperation, I de- 
cided to put up a front and beg 
enough money for just one cap. I stood 
close to a doorway and watched people 
walking by. I saw a youthful, kind-looking 
white priest coming briskly toward me. 

I approached him with a piteous look 


sorry 


on my face. 

“Father. I’m hungry.” I murmured. 

He put his hand in his pocket, looking 
at me searchingly. 

“Maybe I can help you a little, son,” he 
said. 
He pulled two quarters out of his pocket 
and-held them out to me. 
“Thank you. Fathe: 
“Thank you.” 

He smiled and walked slowly away. 

I turned and looked at his back. Some- 
thing kept me from dashing off to buy 
the powerful stuff which would ease me 


I said gratefully. 


momentarily. Suddenly. I was looking 
down at the money in my hand. I was 


remembering the smiling face of the priest. 
In a secondary flash, I thought of my 
mother and Diane. of all the good. fine 
people I had known who had believed 
me at one time. I knew then, more cer- 
tainly than I had ever known anything in 
my life, that I could always steal, lie, 
cheat and jive for money for dope and 
that as long as I did. I would always be 
the same half-person. condemned to shrink 
along life’s shadows. nor- 
mal, laughing. healthy people. 

The young priest was half a block away 
from me. He walked almost as if he ex- 
pected me to call him. 

Something inside of me, more powerful 
than any stimulant ever invented. moved 
my stomach around in a sickly fashion and, 
almost as if it were torn from my stomach 


condemned by 


came a desperate cry. 
“Father. father.” I screamed. 
The priest turned and came back toward 





me and I stumbled toward him. The tears 
were streaming down my face. 

“I’m not hungry,” I almost shouted at 
him. “I need help, father, help.” 

Then I collapsed. 

I don’t know how much time passed 
before I fell at the feet of the priest in the 
street that day and when I found myself 
at Lexington for the cure. I do remember 
that I was horribly ill at times and that 
Father Crane, the humanitarian priest who 


took me over, and arranged for me to 
get into Lexington immediately, talked 
with me for hours. I remember too that 


Diane waved good bye to me before I left 
for Lexington and told me she’d be wait- 
ing. 

But all that is a bad dream now. I stayed 
at Lexington for six months. Diane was 
down to see me once a month and looking 
forward to her visits made the time go 


faster. 
That hospital is tops. The doctors, 
nurses, attendants, all treat you swell. No 


one is abusive to you. Everyone there is 
When I was released the doc- 
body was 


your friend. 
tor told me that as far as my 
concerned, it was cured of the dope habit. 
But he warned me that my cravings could 
return and that it would be up to me to 
remember how I suffered when I was an 


addict. If I take one shot. then I’m off 
again. He said it would be like living on 


the edge of the precipice. always near but 
fighting to keep from tumbling over. 

I’ve been out for more than six months 
now. I had a mild craving once or twice 
but I fought it off. I’ve even had two ped- 
dlers to come to me to sell me some dope 
but you should have seen them beat it 
when I told them I was going to call a cop. 

It was the gang from VA office which 
gave me a stag last night in honor of my 
marriage this afternoon. I had a few drinks 
and felt good but. brother, there weren’t 
any dope suckers in that crowd and if there 
they would have been no com- 
I've learned my lesson the 


had been, 
pany for me. 
hard way. 
Yes sir, Diane and I are going to get 
married this afternoon and I’m going to 
devote the rest of my life to trying to make 
up to her for the unhappiness I’ve brought 
her and the great faith she had in me. 
If each person who is a slave of dope 
would turn to and listen to that one person 
in his life who loves and trusts him, he 
could be cured as miraculously as I was. 
For everyone has someone who loves him. 
In my case, it was a wonderful girl. Diane. 
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(Continued from Page 12) 


be afraid to borrow the good qualities of 
those you admire. but be sure that you are 
selective, that you are discriminating in 
your selection. 

Don’t smother your own personality. how- 
ever, with spare parts from others. You 


> 








THE END 
individual in all the world. Some day, if it 
hasn’t happened already, there will be 
those who will also idolize you. Build a 


good character and a pleasing personality 

so that it will be easy for them to do so. 
Admire. but don’t be too carried away 

in your admiration of others, for they are 

only copies of the real pattern, God. Look 

closely and you will find that great idols 

ive Ethel Waters. Joe Louis, Marian An- 

D WT) e like Him 
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Mother’s 
Man 


(Continued from Page 21) 


would drop everything ] was doing to rush 
into his open arms. There was nothing 
quite like Dad for me. Of course, I loved 
Mom. 1 wanted to grow up to be just like 
her. She was so pretty with her oval face 
and big eyes that complemented Dad’s in 
their beautiful grayness. I was proud of 
her too, for I often heard strangers being 
introduced to her express surprise that she 
was the mother of a young teen-ager and 
yet that she was so girlish in figure and 
face. 

But I honestly believe that my admira- 
tion for Mom was a trifle compared to the 
adoration I had for my father. I think, 
now that I remember it, that I loved her 
so much because my father did. I was 
never at all jealous when he held her lov- 
ingly in his arms and looked deep into her 
eyes, whispering the old. old words of love 
which never become cliches. They were so 
perfect a pair and the three of us were 
just right, all for each other. The happiest 
moments of my life were spent on Dad’s 
knee, listening to the perfectly sweet 
and perfectly impossible stories he had 
dreamed up out of his wonderful imagina- 
tion. I was a fairly intelligent child and 
knew that the little anecdotes Dad loved 
to tell me were mainly fantasy, but I was 
made wild-eyed by the skill with which 
he wove them and the magic of knowing 
that on the long trips between far-flung 
cities, he had created them to bring home 
just for me 

I had a childlike faith that things would 
be like this forever—mother and dad and 
I. a perfect threesome, a family unit. I 
believed that forever and ever. Mom and 
|! would grow soft-eyed talking to each 
other about how glad we would be when 
Daddy came home with his soft. friendly 
voice and his delightful little surprise 
packages of gifts and novelties for us. 

Then the day came when I had to face 
the fact that we’d never again be able to 
expect him home; that the exciting sur- 
prises he brought us would cease and that 
as much as I might stand in front of our 
brownstone apartment house and gaze anx- 
iously down the street, I'd never again see 
Dad turn the corner with his loping stride 
and come swiftly toward me. his arms out- 
stretched. That was the day I came home 
from school to find several of the neighbors 
sitting about the house looking sympa- 
thetic and to see my mother crumpled 
piteously in a chair, her eyes swollen red 
with erying and her voice a weak, unhappy 
whisper. 

She took me gently in her arms and held 
me tight. Already, not even.knowing what 











had happened, I had filled up with tears. 


“Mommy, mommy,” I screamed. “What’s 
the matter.” 

She looked at me with eyes that held a 
faraway expression. 

“Something terrible has happened to 
Daddy, Lou,” she said. “Something ter- 
rible.” 

Then she laid her head on my heaving 
chest and sobbed heartbrokenly. The story 
came out in stumbling phrases. There had 
been a big train wreck and Daddy had 
been killed, trying to help some of the 
passengers. 

It’s hard for a child whose life has been 
filled with the radiance of a happy home 
to comprehend death. While I was filled 
with a great sorrow for Mom’s grief. and 
the awful knowledge that something had 
happened to the father I adored. I just 
couldn’t conceive the import of the situa- 
tion until later in the evening when they 
brought his body home. Then, in spite 
of the well-meaning objections of relatives 
and neighbors, I stood for a long time star- 
ing at the silent shell that had been the 
love of my young life. He looked as though 
he were asleep there in the terrible coffin. 
I spoke to him tenderly just as I had been 
used to doing on the mornings when he was 
home and Mom sent me into the bedroom 
to wake him. Finally. I screamed at him 
to wake up and realizing it was hopeless. 
sunk on my knees crying so hard that it 
seemed my very body would come apart. 

Struggling. I was carried into my own 
room where a kind. understanding younger 
sister of Mother’s held my hand and tried 
to lull me into sleep. It was early morning. 
I guess. before my hysterical crying 
stopped and I fell off into merciful forget- 
fulness. 

The next few days continued the night- 
The apartment was full of solici- 
and 


mare. 
tous, tip-toeing. 
Daddy’s friends and lodge brothers kept 
hold my mother’s hands 


soft-voiced people 
streaming in to 
sympathetically and murmur condolences. 

The worst part of all was the funeral. 
The black clothes. the haunting sadness 
of the organ music. the half-sobbing gir! 
who sang Dad’s favorite hymn and the 
piercing shrieks of my mother. all made it 
a_terrible nightmare for me. When they 
lowered my Daddy’s body into the open 
grave at the cemetery and sprinkled dirt 
over it, I was sure my little world had 
come to an end and that there was nothing 
left in it of any value. 

There was one thing I remembered. an 
incident fairly etched in my consciousness. 
When we got into the funeral cars to head 
back to our home. I was lying in the arms 
of Aunt Rhoda, crying desperately. when 
Rev. Austin, our pastor. opened the car 
door and took me gently by the hand. 

“Little daughter.” he told me consoling- 
ly. “I know your little heart is broken. But 
you must do what your daddy would want 
you to do. You must look out for your 
mother and help her. Your daddy is still 








with you and your mother in spirit. He’l| 
always be with you.” 


DIDN’T believe. at the time, that I paid 

too much attention to the words of the 
minister, but, as the days passed and 
lengthened into weeks and months. I found 
myself, more and more, clutching at the be. 
lief that Daddy was still in our home, | 
remembered the wonderful make-believe 
tales he had dreamed up for me and I built 
for myself a make-believe story which 
brightened my days. Every time I saw the 
shadows of sadness darkening my mother’s 
eyes, I sent her from my own a silent mes. 
sage. She knew that I was telling her: 

“Daddy’s still with us.” 

When I graduated from high school, 
when I starred in the class play and won a 
scholarship medal. I told myself, over and 
over, what Daddy would have told me: 
thought carefully of the encouraging words 
he would have said. Every small decision 
of my young life and every ambition were 
built solidly on my game of make-believe, 

During these days I was a wonderful 
comfort to Mom. None of the things that 
interested the girls of my age held any fas. 
cination for me. My girl friends were begin. 
ning to date and to go to parties and dances 
and to hold hands slyly in the movies. Vj 
main interest was Mom. We were buddies. 
We went out together, talked frankly to- 
gether about anything and everything. | 
was surprised one day when Mom asked 
me: 

“Who’s your boy friend Louise? Don't 
you have a boy friend?” 

“Why. Mom.” I declared in surprise 
“Don’t you remember what Daddy used to 
tell me when I was small. He said he was 
my boy friend and yours. We don't need 
another boy friend. do we?” 

I searched her eves questioningly. | 
realized that she was looking at me witha 
deep thoughtfulness. I wondered at the 
reluctant answer. 

“Of course. darling.” 
added, even slower: 

“But I think Daddy would like you to 
have friends. boys as well as girls. I think 
he’d like you to have fun and be a normal 
girl with normal outlets.” 

I got out of my chair and went over to 
Mom. 

“T have lots of fun with you, dear.” I said 
sincerely. “I don’t want a boy friend. All 
I want is you and Daddy.” 

She looked at me silently for long see- 
onds. “But Daddy .” she began. then 
seeming to come to a sudden decision, she 
stopped. “Of course. dear.” Mom mur- 
mured. “Of course.” 

I disregarded the troubled look on her 
face. I was happy because I had let her 
know that my life. as it was, was as happy 
as possible. 

Several of the wealthy passengers whose 
lives Daddy had saved betore he lost his 
own, had sent Mom a large check as an ex- 
pression of their gratitude. She had banked 
the money and, with careful management 
would have had ep ob to dive in fain coi 


Then she 


she said. 
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fort without worrying. Perhaps it was be- 
cause she needed new interests to make up 
death had left 
that she decided to get a job soon after the 
yagedy. At any rate, she was working as a 
naid at the home of wealthy North Shore 
family and we lived on an adequate but 
yell thought-out budget. During my last 
days of high school, I had often remem- 
hered Daddy’s frequently expressed ambi- 
tion to buy us a home of our own. I 
decided that, instead of going to college, I 
would get some sort of job. just anything, 
s« that together, Mom and I could save 
enough to make Daddy’s dream come true. 
(ver Mom’s protests, (she wanted me to 
enroll in Roosevelt College and prepare 
myself for a teaching career) I applied 
jor and got a job as a receptionist in a 
South Side real estate office. Every pay- 
dav I kept for myself only enough money 
jor carfare and lunch money and gave the 
balance to Mom for our joint bank account. 

One afternoon, just about quitting time 
at the office, I stared curiously as a big, 
sleek Cadillac rolled up in front of the 
ofice. To my amazement, I glimpsed Mom 
alighting from the car. A tall, smooth- 
looking man helped her and_ they 
walked into the office. 

Mom’s eyes were shining and something 
inside of me sounded a strange warning as 
[ realized that I hadn’t seen that look in 
her eyes for a long time—not since the old 
days when Daddy had come in the door 
and she had run to meet him. 

“Darling.” she said vivaciously, “This 
is Clem—Mr. Peterson. He works on the 
job with me. The Agnews said he could 
have the car this evening and I thought it 
would be wonderful if we all went for a 
nice. long ride.” 

Clem Peterson gave me his hand and, at 
a radiant and approving 


out 


the same time, 
smile. 
“Gosh, I thought the mother was pretty, 


hut the daughter hasn’t got anything 
wrong with her either,” he said enthusias- 
tically, 


“Glad to meet you, Mr. Peterson.” I re- 
sponded. I guess if it hadn’t been for the 
fact that I had deliberately insulated my- 
self against male handsomeness, I would 
have been immediately attracted to the airy 
suaveness of my mother’s friend. But I 
didn’t regard him too seriously. Instead I 
thought what a welcome change it would 
he to go for a long ride. to get out of the 
stifling city atmosphere and roll along quiet 
highways. Night after night. I had been 
going through the same routine, cleaning 
off my desk. taking the State Street trolley 
and going home to our little apartment to 
have dinner with Mom. 

“I think a ride would be swell,” I offered. 

Leaving a few notes for my boss, I locked 
up my desk and turned my key in the of- 
fice door. Mom, Mr. Peterson and I got 
into the car. 

“You sit in the back,” Peterson told me. 


“ 7. © . >. 
We're going to chauffeur you.” 


It should have been a wonderful ride. 
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WV 


hit a rolling high- 











smoothly along to the 
powerful motor. We 


way and flashed 
purr of the sibilant, 
stopped at a cute eating place and had the 
most wonderful meal. got back into the car 
and headed luxuriously into the night once 
more. 

I say it should have been a wonderful 
ride and it was—except for one thing. Mom 
was her old self up there in the front seat. 
She laughed and joked with Clem Peter- 
She threw her pretty head back and 


son, 
savored his brilliant remarks. And _ al- 
though, I pretended to be sociable, al- 


though I joined in the conversation when 
necessary, I felt a growing horror creeping 
over me, possessing me, almost paralyzing 
me. I became surer and surer as the con- 
versation went on that Mom and Clem Pe- 
terson had been friends for quite a while. 
They did their best to make me feel a part 
of the party. but there were ever so inti- 
mate little remarks, 
tion and fragmentary phrases which re- 
vealed to me that they were good friends. 
I dared not think that their friendship had 
gone further, but as I listened to them talk, 
as the car leapt over the highway, I knew 
as certainly as I knew that my name was 
Louise Branker that this wasn’t the first 
time they had talked or even the first ride 
had shared. 

I found myself listening carefully for the 
undertones in their and [ 
found plenty. I told myself I was imagin- 
ing things. Why, it was impossible for Mom 
to be interested in another man. Her life 
and mine belonged only to Daddy—the 
father who would always be with us. And 
yet. was the indisputable evidence; 
the music of Mom’s laughter, the hints 
passed between them and finally, what hap- 
pened when we headed back to the city 
and rolled up in front of our apartment. 

“Darling.” Mom turned to me. “Go on 
upstairs. ll be right up. Clem and I have 
something to talk about.” 

It was then that I did the first unworthy 


nuances of conversa- 


conversation 


here 


thing. I got out of the car. politely told 
Mr. Peterson good night and went into the 
building. Only, I didn’t go upstairs. Not 


until I had seen all I needed to see to prove 
to myself the awful suspicion growing in 
my mind. Standing in the shadows of the 
apartment building hallway, I peeked out- 
side and saw Clem take Mom in his arms. 
I saw his lips press down upon hers and 
her arms around him tightly, their lips 
fused in a long, long kiss. 

Have you ever been suddenly caught up 
in the middle of a great consuming storm? 
Have you ever felt everything about you 
seeming to rock and sway in a crazy, crash- 


ing manner? If you have, you'll know how 


I felt. 
Standing there in the darkened hallway, 
I was crushed and horrified. “Daddy, 


daddy,” I whispered into the blackness. 
“Daddy, why is Mom in the arms of an- 
other man? What is she doing to us?” 
Somehow, I managed to get up the steps. 
Somehow, I managed to open the door of 
our apartment. I ran into my room, flung 
myself on the bed and cried tears as agon- 
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izing and as violent as those I had shed the 
day I learned my father was dead. Through 
the crazed tangle of my grief ran one cer- 
tain theme. Mom had betrayed and dis- 
graced the three of us. Mom had violated 
the silent pact which we had been keeping 
with a loved one beyond the grave. I be- 
lieve I would have been able to face it if 
she had stolen or murdered much more so 
than this horrible crime she had committed. 


= HE FOUND me there minutes later. 

crumpled in a crying mass on my bed. 
Horrified and stricken with amazement. 
\Miom leaned over me, anxiously asking 
what was the matter. I didn’t want her to 
touch me and I shrunk from her, cringing 
before her gentle questions and looking 
at her with hatred from my tear-reddened 
eyes. 

“Darling, darling,” Mom begged insist- 
ently. “You mustn’t do this to yourself. 
You're going to make yourself sick, crying 
like this. Please tell me what’s wrong. 
Please.” 

Finally, her questions wore down the 
thin wall of sobbing silence which I had 
built between us. I turned on her and 
poured out words of scalding anger. 

“You know what’s wrong,” I raved. “You 
know what you’re doing with that Peterson 
man is indecent and disgraceful. Oh, you 
were so heartbroken when Daddy died. You 
cried so and said you couldn’t go on with- 
out him. And now you’ve forgotten him. 
Now you’ve betrayed him—and me—to 
carry on a cheap, sordid affair. I hate you. 
[ hate you. Oh, God, how I hate you!” 

The insanity of my _ attack almost 
wavered before the unbelief and hurt in 
\lom’s pretty eyes. Her face went set and 
drawn and she spoke in a voice clear and 
hard as ice. 

“You poor, poor child,” she said. “How 
wrong you are. How horribly wrong. I 
knew I'd make a mistake letting you cling 
to your unnatural ideas about keeping the 
ghost of your father rattling around this 
house, keeping you from being your own 
natural self. I want you to understand. 
Louise, that Clem and I aren’t carrying on 
an affair—that it isn’t cheap. We love each 
other dearly. Yes, I loved your Daddy 
dearly too, but the last thing he would 
have wanted me to do was to wear widow’s 
weeds for the rest of my life and never 
get anything happy or real or warm to 
cling to ever again. I want you to under- 
stand, but if you don’t Louise, there’s noth- 
ing I can do. Clem and I are going to get 
married. We're not going to let anything 
stand in our way. Not anything or anyone, 
Louise, do you understand. Not even you.” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. I tried to tell 
myself I was moving in some horrible 
dream, hearing some words of fantasy. 

“You marry that man, Mom?” I cried. 
*You’re not serious.” 

“Only God knows how serious I am,” 
\fom told me. Then she swept out of the 
room and into her bedroom. For long, 
heart-aching hours, I lay awake in a sort 

of stupor of distress. From Mom’s room, 


> 











I heard shaken sobs and I knew that my 
bitter words had caused them. But I hard- 
ened my heart against her and thought 
only tenderly of Daddy. I imagined I saw 
his great, quiet eyes, sad and solemn, look- 
ing at me in the blackness. 

When I awoke the next morning, Mom 
had gone to work. Usually, she awakened 
me and we had breakfast together. It was 
two hours past the time I should have been 
on the job. 

Mom had left a note. 

“T thought I’d let you sleep late,” it read. 
“I’m hoping you've realized how wrong you 
were. I don’t blame you for the way you 
feel. A great deal of it is my own fault. 
But you can’t blame me either for refusing 
to accept the only happiness which has 
come to me since the day your Daddy went 
away.” 

Instead of softening me. the note only 
stiffened my resentment against Mom and 
the injured feeling I harbored inside of me. 
If Mom had been sure of herself, she 
wouldn’t have written this note, clearly im- 
plying that she wanted my blessing for her 
adventure with Clem Peterson, I argued. 
I'd show her how much she’d get my bless- 
ing. I made a sudden resolve. I'd leave 
Mon, leave this house. I couldn’t bear to 
stay here another day with the awful 
shadow which she had brought across our 
happiness. I’d draw my money out of our 
joint account, get myself a room in a hotel 
and never see her or her hateful Clem Pe- 
terson again as long as I lived—or at least 
until Mom came to her senses. 

Hastily I packed my most important be- 
longings. I went to the small desk in Mom’s 
room where we kept our savings book and 
checks already countersigned for each 
other in the event of emergencies. I tore 
off one of the signed checks. mechanically 


, opened the bankbook to check the balance. 


I wouldn’t touch a cent of the money 
Daddy’s death had brought us. I'd take 
only my own that I had earned. I gasped 
sharply as I saw the balance figures. From 
what I recalled the last time we had gone 
over accounts several months ago, the ac- 
count was short more than fifteen hundred 
dollars. Rapidly, I searched through the 
desk drawer for the statements and can- 
celled checks. My worst suspicions were 
substantiated when I came across three 
cancelled checks for five hundred dollars 
apiece. They had been made payable to 
Clem Peterson. How rightly I had judged 
and condemned my mother. Not only had 
she been involved in a clandestine love af- 
fair, but she had been spending my money, 
the money Dad’s friends had given us, on 
this new Romeo. I knew now for certain 
that she was a weak, good-for-nothing wom- 
an who had masqueraded before me all my 
life as a loving mother and faithful widow. 
Well, let her’and Clem Peterson have the 
rest of the money. I hoped it would do them 
some good. One thing was sure. He’d 
never get a cent of mine. Eyes blinded 
with fresh tears, I sat down at the desk 
and made out a check for the several hun- 
dred dollars I had contributed from m 





salary. I left a short angry note for Mom, 
told her I was leaving; that I never wanted 
to see her again and that I had taken ny 
own money. 

I called a cab to pick up my bags, wen 
to register in a small 63rd Street hotel anj 
then to the bank to cash my check. Next] 
phoned my employer and told him I was 
quitting. I would get a new job some. 
where where Mom would never be able ty 
find me. I would lose myself in the great 
teeming city and hope that she would suffer 
every minute of the time I was away. 

My plans worked out fine. I found q 
small insurance broker who needed a secre. 
tary. For the next few weeks I lived ap 
almost unbelievably humdrum life, going 
to work, rejecting all chances of new 
friendships, coming home to my drab little 
room, reading the popular novels and 
climbing into bed, but often not to sleep, 
The temptation came to me several times to 
quietly check up on Mom. to see how she 
was getting along, whether she missed me 
and if she was still seeing Clem Peterson, 
But I steeled myself to stick to my plan, 
I scrimped and stinted to save every penny 
possible. I didn’t know what I was saving 
for. I had some vague idea of leaving Chi- 
cago some day. 

About three months after I left home, | 
saw Clem Peterson. That is, he found me. 
Clem walked into the office where I worked 
one day just as I was getting ready to leave. 

“Hello, Louise,” he greeted me smiling. 
ly. 

I was too shocked to answer him imme- 
diately, but noticing the curious look on the 
face of my employer, I hurriedly replied. 
with as much calm as possible: 

“Oh, hello, Mr. Peterson. What brings 
you out this way?” 

He leaned over the counter and spoke 
confidentially : 

“Believe it or not, I just happened to be 
passing by and recognized you. I'd like to 
talk with you, Louise. May I take you to 
dinner?” 

Mom sent him to look for me, I told 
myself. Mom wants to get him to smooth- 
talk me into coming back. Maybe they 
aren’t married yet. Maybe what’s left of 
her conscience won’t let her marry him 
until she makes it all right with me. My 
curiosity got the better of me. I had to 
know what Clem’s game was. I had a 
sneaking desire to learn something about 
Mom. So I agreed to have dinner with 
Clem. After all, I had been getting the 
lonely jitters, living my quiet, withdrawn 
life. But I wouldn’t let him talk me into 
anything, I resolved. Not on your life! 

Dinner with Clem was a curious, guard 
ed sort of affair. I was on the alert for 
any attempts he might make to find out 
my business, where I lived or how I was 
getting along. I waited warily for him to 
start working on me to go back home. But, 
through it all, a sort of uneasiness was 
overtaking me. That night, the awful night 
I had met Clem and gone with him 
and Mom for a long ride, I hadn't had a 
chance to feel the spell of bis magne 
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charm, to notice the polished air, the as- 
surance with which he carried himself, the 
wonderful depth and richness of his voice. 
Some powerful undercurrent throbbed 
through our bantering conversation. I was 
carried away by his delicious, nonsensical 
way of putting things, the ease with which 
he discussed almost every subject under 
the sun. Some warning note sounded with- 
in me as we faced each other across the 
table of the small Loop restaurant where 
Clem had brought me. This man is danger- 
ous, I told myself. No wonder Mom fell 
for him. He’s handsome too, handsome 
like . . . suddenly I had it. Clem, in many 
ways, was like Daddy had been, utterly 
charming, putting you at ease, making you 
feel you could trust him. I shuddered as 
Itried to bring myself back to my senses. I 
mustn’t let his charm trick me into accept- 
ing the situation between him and Mom. 
That was why he was here. I’d be just as 
clever as he was. 

Dinner over, Clem suggested we stop by 
a drive-in theatre where a particularly good 
picture was playing. I looked at him seri- 
ously, across the table. 

“Let’s stop playing games, Mr. Peter- 
son,” I said in what I hoped was a sophisti- 
cated voice. 

He raised one eyebrow in a delicious way 
which set my heart thudding ominously. 
The warm smile creased his face. 

“IT don’t know what you mean about 
games, Lou,” he said sincerely. “But I do 
know that I wish you’d stop calling me Mr. 
Peterson. Why, its ridiculous. I’m hardly 
much older than you.” 

I thought about that, realizing as I 
hadn’t realized before, that, in addition to 
her other foolishness, Mom had really been 
cradle-snatching. Clem Peterson was much 
closer to my own age than to hers. 

“Oh, all right, Clem,” I gave in. “But 
I want to tell you right now that I know 
Mom sent you; that I’m not coming back 
home and that I'll never approve of your 
er—arrangement with her.” 

“What arrangement?” Clem demanded. 
A peculiar light had come into his eyes 
at mention of Mom. “Who told you we 
had an arrangement? And who told you 
she sent me. Honor bright, if you don’t 
really want her to know where you are, I 
won't tell her.” He gazed with devastating 
directness into my eyes and added softly, 
“I won’t do anything you don’t want me 
to do, Louise. I could become a slave to 
anyone as pretty as you.” 


\ Y HEART was riding a_ merry-go- 
round. Clem’s attractiveness had 
taken my breath. It was a new experience 
for me. After all, I had ruled men out of 
my life a long time ago. But Clem was 
like a breath of fresh air in my life of 
denial. I had the most nonsensical urge 
to have the feel of his arms about me, to 
tun my hands through the shock of curly 
hair which topped his awfully good looking 
face. I had never wanted a man in my 
life. But I had to admit it to myself now. 
wanted Clem with a ridiculously insane 





urgency. You mustn’t trust him, the warn- 
ing sang to my brain. He’s Mom’s agent. 
You mustn’t trust him. But my heart didn’t 
want to listen to my head. Yes, I'd go to 
the theatre with Clem. Not only because I 
liked him, I tried to convince myself, but 
because I wanted really to know the score 





about him and my mother; to find out | 


what he meant by practically denying that 
they were engaged—or perhaps already 
married. 

Driving swiftly toward the theatre, a 
panic caught in my throat as the thought 
that they might already be married hit me 
with tremendous impact. The part of me 
which wouldn’t let me deceive myself ad- 
mitted that I didn’t want to find out that 
not because of the old reason, 





they were 
the reason which had made me leave home; 
not because of Daddy. but because I was 
in love. That was it. I was in love with 
Clem. I didn’t want Mom to have him 
because I wanted him myself. 

Ignoring Clem’s playful attempts to 
make me talk, I thought with almost terri- 
fying deliberateness, if I could only take 
Clem from Mon, if I could steal the man 
my own mother had fallen in love with, 
it would teach her a lesson. And if I could 
get Clem, he certainly wouldn’t be hard 
to take. I stole a look at him as he drove. 
He drove just like he did everything else— 
with confidence and skill. 

At first, the idea of a love affair between 
Clem and me appeared everything but 
sane. In the first place, Clem loved Mom 
and what guarantee had I that I could suc- 
cessfully compete with her. Not only that, 
but I was repelled at the thought of a girl 
fighting her own mother for the love of a 
man. But the spell of Clem’s company was 
putting all reasoning to rout. 

My thoughts were interrupted as we 
pulled up into the drive-in theatre. Clem 
bought the tickets and we were directed to 
an almost-deserted lane. The attendant at- 
tached a device to our car which enabled 
us to hear the voices from. the screen. I 
was thrilled. It was my first time at a 
drive-in, but I was more thrilled when, 
after a few minutes, Clem reached over 
and snapped off the switch which brought 
the voices to us. 

“Let’s talk, Lou,” he said. “They have 
movies 365 days a year but people like us 
only happen to each other once in a life- 
time.” 

“What about people like you and Mom?” 
I asked stiffly. 

Clem turned around in his seat to face 
me. His eyes were boring into mine. 

“Let’s get that straight. Lou,” he 
clared. “I’m not in love with your mother.” 

“You're not?” I gasped. “You're not just 


de- 


” 


saying that because . . 

“T’m saying it just because it’s true,” he 
interrupted. “Your mother’s awfully sweet 
and a little love-starved, I guess. She’s 


been nice to me, encouraged me a little 
about a business I want to go into and 
all that, but beyond that, there’s nothing 
serious. Not as far as I’m concerned, any- 
how. It’s you I’m interested in, Louise. I 
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knew it that night we all went for a ride.” 


A leaping tide was surging inside of me, 
a tide of hope and delight. Maybe this was 
real after all. Maybe Clem andI... 

Clem settled for once and all. He 
leaned swiftly over, took me into his arms, 
crushed me in his arms, cupped my eager 
face in his hand, bent his head and pressed 
his lips on mine. A whole eternity of sweet- 
ness descended and took complete posses- 
sion of me. Unhesitantly. I gave him my 
lips responding to his desirous warmth. 

I pushed my fingers through his hair. 

“Oh, Clem.” I pleaded tremulously. 
“Don’t fool me, darling, Don’t fool me.” 

To this day I don’t know what the pic- 
ture was about in that drive-in theatre. 
All I know is that there couldn’t have been 
any greater or fuller love or passion played 
out on that silver screen than the wonder 
of our own in the darkened car. 

I had thrown all discretion to the winds 
now. I even let him take me home. I 
trusted Clem completely. He had even an- 
swered my one lingering doubt about that 
passionate embrace I had seen between 
him and Mom that night. Clem explained 
that she had just given him money to help 
start on his business venture, the purchase 
of a small garage in Detroit. 

“When you got out of the car, I told her 
I didn’t know how to thank her for the 
loans. That’s all they were—loans,” Clem 


told me. “She asked me to kiss her and 
I did. It didn’t mean anything to me, 
Louise.” 


My life was full and rich now for I had 
Clem. We saw each other several times 
weekly and spent most of our weekends 
together. One June night, Clem came for 
me in his boss’ car. It was my birthday 
and we were to go to a club in Gary to 
celebrate. It was a wonderful evening. but 
the best part of all was when. back in front 
of my hotel. Clem slipped a darling little 
ring on my finger. 

“Name the day, darling,” he said. 

I had to have him for my very own and 
as fast as possible for I loved Clem now 
with all the intensity I had repressed for 
so long. 

“Let’s get married as soon as possible, 
sweetheart,” I responded. 

We made plans to get married the fol- 
lowing week. Clem was going to quit his 
job and we were going to Detroit to take 
over the garage. He had completed the 
deal with the aid of the money Mom had 
loaned him. He had some 
own which would keep us going until the 
business got on its feet. 

“What about Mom, Clem?” 
little doubtfully. “She'll never get 
this. Shouldn’t we tell her.” 

He was silent for a few minutes. Then 
“That’s up to you, darling, 


savings of his 


I asked a 


over 


he answered: 
she’s your mother.” 

I thought things over carefully that night 
before I went to sleep. I reached a de- 
cision. It wasn’t our fault that Mom had to 
be hurt. After all, Clem told me, he hadn’t 
been seeing her for months. She had left 








the job on which they worked together 
and gone somewhere else to work. Mom 
had shamelessly run after Clem, tried ty 
work her wiles on him and failed. | 
couldn’t help that. It would be best if ye 
just got married and went off to Detroit 
Some day maybe she'd realize how wrong 
she had been and perhaps we’d all make 
up. I refused to admit to myself that jt 
was partially my own feeling of guilt which 
made me want to escape facing her. This, 
I told myself, was the best way out of ap 


ugly situation—just ducking her com. 
pletely. 
LEM AND I got married. It was 4 


quiet ceremony, delightfully simple. | 
had never been so happy. Clem was so 
tender and strong and loving. I resigned 
from my job, took my money out of the 
bank and we set out for Detroit. 

We registered at a lovely hotel. Clem 
laughed as I protested at the expensiveness 
of it. 

“We'll just be here a little while until | 
get living quarters straightened out for 
us, dear.” he reassured me. I soon forgot 
my misgivings for Clem treated me royally. 
He ordered the most costly meals. dis. 
pensed champagne with a lordly air. We 
lived in a perfect wonderland honeymoon 
for two weeks. At the end of that time, 
I hesitantly brought up once more the sub- 
ject of the money we were spending. 

Kissing me fondly. Clem called me a 
little busybody. 

“Why worry, darling,” he said. “Mon. 
ey’s one of the easiest things on earth to 
get. That is for those who know how.” 

It was easy for Clem to get money. After 
three weeks of high living at the hotel, 
lying around in idleness, shopping at the 
best shops, entertaining chance acquaint- 
ances, Clem got the money I had drawn 
from the bank in Chicago. He asked me 
for it nonchalantly, as if it were a trifle. 

“T’ve run short, Lou,” he explained. “Got 
most of my cash tied up in the garage deal. 
It'll be just a loan until we get straight.” 

There wasn’t any question in my mind 
since I trusted Clem completely. I let him 
have the money. But I was getting curious 
about the plans for the garage. With Clem 
spending so much money on good living. 
I wondered just how careful a_ business 
man he was going to be. He evaded spe- 
cifically answering my questions. 

I found out the truth about the garage— 
and about Clem—one night when he had 
drunk just enough to talk carelessly. 

“Look, sugar.” he told me thickly. “Stop 
worrying your pretty little head about a 
garage. There ain’t no garage. Maybe | 
will have a garage some day, but [ doubt it. 
There’s easier ways to get than 
working, you know.” 

A slow horror began to seep into my 


money 


mind. 

“What do you mean, Clem?” I asked 
him cautiously. “What do you mean there's 
no garage. You got money from Mom . . .” 
He was lying sprawled on the bed. He 
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you this before because I didn’t know how 


raised up, fixing a crafty drunken look 
on me. 

“That’s just what I mean.” he said, wag- 
gling a finger at me. “S’long as there’s 
people like your Mom, money’s easy to 

” 


et. 
ote fell back into a sudden drunken 
sleep. 

I stared at him as he lay there. Clem 
had tricked Mom out of her money. My 
Clem, whom I idolized so much, was a 
swindler and a liar. He hadn’t only tricked 
Mom. He had lied to me about the garage. 
He had fooled me into turning over to him 
the little hard-earned, carefully-saved, mon- 
ey I had. What else had Clem lied about? 

I didn’t sleep well that night at all. I 
could hardly wait until morning to confront 
him. I had to find out what future lay in 
store for us. I found out and what I found 
out sickened me to my stomach. Clem 
admitted airily that he didn’t have a cop- 
per cent of his own. The only thing be- 
tween us and starvation was the few 
hundred dollars he had gotten from me. 
Furthermore, he told me quite frankly that 
he didn’t intend to work. 

“Look, honey,” he explained patiently, 
as though to a child. “Work is for dopes. 
Whoever got anywhere working. A man’s 
born with skill as an artist. So he’s an 
artist. I was born, leave us face it, with 
looks and a line. I can talk people out of 
their lives. All I need is a front. I can 
think up more business investments and 
propositions to make greedy, egotistic old 
dames loosen up than you can imagine. 
And you’re an asset to me. All we need 
is a stake, and we won't have to worry 
about a thing.” 

I looked at him as if I were seeing him 
for the first time. Really, I was. 

“You mean, your ambition is to be a con 
man; to swindle people like you swindled 
my mother?” I asked. 

Clem gave me a sneering smile. 

“Oh, come on, You're a big girl now.” he 
said. “And why get righteous about your 
mother. I took your mother’s dough from 
her—little enough as it was and you took 
me from her. We’re no good—either one 
of us. And you know what, if you really 
love me, you can help us go far.” 

“How, Clem?” I asked calmly. I wasn’t 
calm inside. I was sick and disgusted with 
Clem and with myself for getting into this 
ugly mess. “How can I help.” 

He shot me with a scheming, calculated 
look. 

“You know that fifteen hundred I got 
from your mother,” he said. “There’s a 
substantial amount more where it came 
from. Enough to give us a good, profitable 
front for a good little while.” 

With an immense effort I kept down the 
rising fury that was beginning to boil in- 
side of me. 

“And how would we go about getting it, 
Clem?” I asked with deadly seriousness. 

“Here’s how,” he told me. “I never told 








you'd take it. Your mother still thinks a 
lot of me. She doesn’t know anything 
about our marriage. She still wants to 
marry me. Only she won’t until she can 
find you. If you were to go back home for 
a few days, just like you suddenly decided 
to forgive her, just like we weren’t married, 
she’d go ahead with plans for herself and 
me to get hitched, see. Then, all I’d have 
to do would be to soft-talk her a little about 
the garage proposition being a much big- 
ger one than I thought. We’d get the money 
and move on out. We could always pay her 
back some time, you know.” 

“T see, Clem,” I said with the same 
deadly calm. “But how do you know she’d 
fall for it?” 

He gave me a pitying look. 

“Are you kiddin’ babe.” he asked. “I 
saw her the night before we left town. 
Been seeing her all along. I’m not exactly 
stupid.” 

I knew all I wanted to know at that 
moment. Really, what I wanted to do was 
to pour out on Clem all the sudden hatred 
that was in my heart; the hatred which 
matched in its intensity the love I had once 
felt for him. But I knew what I had to do. 
I had to handle this snake of a man with 
kid gloves. I had to use 
nique on him. I had to get out of the 
poison of his company, to cleanse myself 
of the contamination of him. I had to get 
back home to mother whom he had hurt so 
deeply; to the mother I had misjudged 
and mistreated so ‘badly. 

“You’re smart, Clem,” I told him. 
“Really smart. I’m glad I married a smart 
man like you. Tell you what. You let me 
have enough of my money back to get back 
home and I'll fix everything up so we can 
It’s really a brilliant 


his own tech- 


operate your idea. 
idea.” 

It’s funny what a man’s ego will do; how 
it will grow in the hands of a woman who 
has suddenly grown wise. Clem handed 
over the money and that’s the money I used 
to buy a ticket for my fare back home on 
the train I’m riding on now. One of these 
days I'll get a divorce from smart-alec 
Clem and maybe some day I'll find a man 
who’s not so smart. an honest, lovable man 
perhaps not so good-looking or smooth, but 
a man who believes in living decent and 
loving sincerely. Right now, my important 
job is to make up to Mom for all the heart- 
arche she’s had because I was so wrong 
about and_ selfish. 
Clem was right. He took her money and 
I took him. It might be a tough job con- 
vincing her that she didn’t lose anything 
when she lost Clem but I think my mar- 
riage license and my story of what hap- 
pened will help. Maybe she'll forgive me 
and maybe, up there in Heaven, Daddy 
will look down and smile because I’ve 
learned a lesson and because I’m truly 
sorry that, in the learning, I had to stoop 
to conquer and had to hurt the dearest, 
sweetest woman in the world, my Mom. 


THE END 


things, so dishonest 














Amazing NU-YUTH 
HIDEAWAY BRA 
Now large bust women can 
have a new, shapely breast 
loveliness. Look youthful 
easily trim in your new 
hide-away NU-YUTH BRA. 
This wonderful NEW bra 
design permits you to hide . 
away the “extra” in both ||meximum support 
bosom and tummy. In sec- ||9nd youthful separa- 

onds look SLIMMER... || to". 
YOUNGER...MORE ATTRAC- |] 2- Exclusive, od- 
TIVE. Say goodbye to the | |ivstable midriff gives 
sagging, heavy, wide bust. ||‘¥stem - made fit. 
Amazing new magic laced ||2ees away with un- 
midriff gives you custom. ||sightly ‘tires’ with- 
made comfort and fit...lets |}! binding and dis- 
you regulate your own size ||‘mforts. No ridges 
...Mmade of miracle-wear, || in fesh. 
super-carded, pre-shrunk || 3. ¥-Shoped, elas- 
broadcloth with strain- | ticized inserts breathe 
resisting custom stitching ||right with you. 
for extra comfort and long 4. Ingenious figure 
wear. SIZES 34 to 52—B, C, ||contro! fasteners 
D cups. Wear 10 days free 
... RUSH COUPON! 











1. Special design 
control cups, for 


make it easy to put 
























Appearance 
SIZES in Seconds 
34 to Adjust NU-YUTH only 
52 fe sontour you $998 
wont 





The S$. J. Wegman Co., Dept. ¥707 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. 
Send my “‘NU-YUTH"’ Bra by return mail. If | am 
not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 days for 
full purchase price refund. 

How Many?. {2 for $5.85) 

Bust size. 0 Ciena 
OU) Send C. 0. D. I'll pay postman $2.98 plus 


postage. 

© Enclosed find $2.98. S. J. Wegman Co. will pay 
postage. 

NAME 




















PYTTITITITIT TTT TTT 
NEW METHOD OF 


BIRTH SPACING 


A doctor’s new invention, called ADVIS-A-GUIDE, 
is a purse-size automatic indicator that clearly shows 
@any woman when her fertile and sterile periods will 
@occur and how she may practice birth control. @ 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE gets for a woman the days she can@ 
conceive a child and the days she cannot. ADVIS-A- e 
© GUIDE eliminates all use of drugs and harmful de- 
@ vices—is approved and endorsed by leading gynecolo- e 
@ gists. Many women have told me that their ADVIS- @ 
@ A-GUIDE is a necessity for happy married life. 
Just send me your name and» 
I’ll rush your ADVIS-A-GUIDE to you at 
@ once, in a plain package marked personal. When the @ 
@ postman delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE complete @ 
e with simple instructions, deposit only $2 plus postage @ 
with him on this MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE: Use » 
@ your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for ten days. If you are not 
@ completely satisfied, return it. I'll send your $2 right @ 
@ back, Write me now— *. 
MRS. J. L. FREDERICKS, Director 


7 
° THE BIRTH RESEARCH INSTITUTE e 
@505 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 32, N. Y. © 
COKCCHHCECLEOLEEOOSOLEOEEE 









IMITATION 


DIAMOND RINGS 
$1.95 sic $2.95 


Beautiful Solitaire a Wedding 
ring set with lovely imitation dia- 
monds itn 1/30 14Kt yellow Gold 
Plate or Sterling Silver. SEND NO 
MONEY. ay man on delivery 
plus 20% Federal Tax and postage 
charges on Money-Back Guarantee. 
Clark Ring Co.. Dept. 1617 

2349 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago 47, ill. 









































































BREASTS LOSING 
AIRMNESS ? 









G 
LIFTEE’S PATENTED D SECRET < Gi 


fit .gives your b -bands, wit 
Two smooth satin uplift Dart at any one © 


n instantl: J our 
which ts, ey te y cat 










you 

eiding y adjustmen 
4 vital-beautiful form. mas ed. 
fit" bra at a price everybody 









@ tween an ordinary appearance and 
real figure beauty. 


FOR EXTRA UPLIFT 


The second adjustment is for the 

lady whose breasts have lost — 

youthful firmness. tol e 

breasts to the natural-beauty line 

aes you thought you could never 
cain. 


FOR SUPER UPLIFT 


The third adjustment will thrill 
those with problem bosoms which 
have lost their attractiveness 
through wearing unscientific bras- 
sieres or for other reasons. Gently, 
firmly, LIFTEE molds your bosom 
into the shape you've longed for. 
Sizes: 32 to 42 Cups: Small, Medium and Large. 
Made in gleaming durable rayon satin with mar- 
quisette lining Longer-line LIFTEE made of long- 
wearing broadcloth Both superbly tailored for 
months and months of extra wear. Comfortable 
No-Kut"’ shoulder straps. LI has a ‘‘Long- 
* elastic 4-way back adjustment. Imagine — 
$198 Designed and produced in. Hollyw and 
distributed exclusively by The S. J. Wegman Co. 


























: # 
jase Broadway, New York 3, N.Y. | 
g Send me—__ ectalichatatae 7 Bras on 10 day FREE 
TRIAL. I will pay postman $1.08 for each bra. If no tf 
§100% satisfied. I will return bras in 10 days for fall 
g prompt refund of purchase price. 








. Name. 

F Please print 
Address 
ac ity. Zone. State. 





U sise: BSust______(in.) Cup: FD Small D Med. CO Large 
bis you enclose payment now, WE PAY POSTAGE (same 
fmoney_ back guarantee). Mark box () 
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Exclusive Designs! Specially Priced! 





NEW ROYAL (Poker) KENO—48 Board Set 


(Series R, B, O, & G), with 500 chips. 

NN tra 15/5. Shu Xie. avin wns dre aka ER $4.95 
BRIDGE KENO-—32 board set (includes cards 
1 to 16; IA to 16A) complete with 500 
RRP SEER ie eee $3.95 


ROYAL wa KENO—12 Board Set (Either 
Series R, B, or G) with fiber chips. 


E ach ER wikia ein tate a ciin'n Gin inh ei areca oda eee acetn .59 
BRIDGE KENO—I6 Board Set (Series 1-16) 
OF CER. Bie cove es cccivsdwevees $1.59 


50 BRIDGE KENO—Heavy Boards... .$12.50 
50 ROYAL KENO—Heavy Boards.... 12.50 
{00 BRIDGE KENO—Heavy Boards.... 25.00 
(Bridge Keno, 200 $50; 300, $75). 500 Fiber 
5g” Chips with Master Board............ $1.00 | 
Full amount enclosed. Send postpaid. 
Send C.0.D. plus mailing charges. 
, $1.00 deposit on all C.0.D. orders over 
FREE 225 Fiber Chips with your order of 
$3.00 or more! | 


KENO SALES, Dept. T-1 
845 S. Wabash Ave. Chicago 5, Iinois 
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| through my shabby purse for my aunt's 


| gers’ faces that flooded about me. 





I Feil 
For A 
Male 
Beautician 


(Continued from Page 23) 


“She’s where she can get good doctor- 
ing, Pa. She needs someone to help her.” 


“She didn’t ever have chick nor child of 
her own,” Pa said in a voice filled with 
disdain. “Why should we send one of 


| our’n?” 


“That doesn’t matter now, Pa,” Ma said. 
“T think we'll send Anna.” She turned to 
me. “Would you like to go, dear?” 

It was like her holding a gate open for 
me to run through. Speechless. I nodded 
although my stomach felt awfully queer 
at the thought of leaving home. I'd known 
only the simple, almost crude way of life. 
But I longed for the chance to go. Maybe 
in the city I could find something besides 
a scrubbing job when I wasn’t helping 
Aunt Mabel. Maybe I'd even meet a man 
who didn’t wear overalls and track dirt 
into the house after his day’s work. Maybe 
a man would kiss me some day—a man 
whose touch wasn’t clumsy. whose hands 
weren't calloused and blunt. 

“What did you say, Anna?” Mama 
urged, her voice a little more tense than it 
usually was. I flushed as if she could see 
into my shameless day dreaming. 

“Yes, Mama, I would like to go. Aunt 
Mabel needs someone and I can be spared 


here for a while, can’t I, Papa?” I turned 
to him. 
“Don’t like it,” Papa grunted. He drew 


his hand across his mouth to indicate he’d 
finished the meal and the conversation. His 
chair scraped back and he left the room. 

I ran into my mother’s arms. There 
were tears in her eyes. “You will go,” she 
said desperately. “You will go!” 


STILL didn’t believe that Midtown was 

175 miles behind me when the bus 
rolled into the grand Cleveland station. 
Already I had begun to feel homespun in 
my cotton dress. Everyone else had 
cottons but I knew mine looked like Mid- 
town. I fumbled for my small cardboard 
valise and the lunch Mama had made me 
bring fell down behind the seat, un- 
touched. I walked out into the busy sta- 
tion, lost and filled with a nameless fear. 
sat down and searched frantically 


address. There it was. pinned to the lin- 
ing. But how to get there? 

I looked into the moving sea of stran- 
Then 
someone bent down beside me. He wore 
a red cap. His soft Southern voice was 
kind. 

“Can I help you, miss?” 

I poured out my story and he suggested 
acab. I must have showed my alarm be- 














cause he said: “Well, 1f you'll wait half 
an hour, [ll be off. I’m going over that 
way a little later and I’ll show you how to 
get there on the street car.” 

He must have guessed I had very little 
money. For nearly 40 minutes I sat in the 
station, watching people around me. They 
looked like folks in a magazine. There 
was a woman wearing furs around he 
neck just like in the movies. There were 
colored and white people eating in the 
restaurant. They didn’t do that at home. 
I was hungry, but I was afraid my lone 
dollar wouldn’t go very far in there and | 
was ashamed of my clothes. 

Finally the red cap came back and we 
started on a trip that was both wonderful 
and terrifying to me. The noise, traffic, 
the lurching crowded street cars and 
busses, the endless mob of white faces 
Suddenly the outlook changed. The bus 
we were on was full of brown faces and 
rich voices that made me think of home. 
Women with hair-dos like Millie’s new one, 
couples making plans for a big Saturday 


night, men talking about going to “the 
state store.” 
I asked the man with me what a “state 


store” was and he just laughed. 

“Where you from, girl?” he chided soft- 
ly and added, “I thought so” when I told 
him. “You'll know soon enough,” he said. 

Then, just as the next stop was called 
out, he pointed to a building we were pass- 
ing on a side street. “Ought to be there 
now. Can you make it all right from 
here?” 

I thanked him and scuttled to the door 
wishing he had come with me, but at the 
time not wanting him to any 
further. I clambered off the bus with the 
suitcase knocking against my knees, and 
plowing my way through children playing 
on the sidewalk, I checked the number. 

This was where Aunt Mabel lived. | 
went up two long, dark flights of steps and 
there were at least five doors facing on the 
hallway. I looked up. The stairs went on 
another two flights. I was peering about 
in puzzlement when a door opened. Ina 
small voice I asked for Aunt Mabel’s 
place. A woman, nursing a baby at her 
breast as she walked, pointed at one of the 
doors. 

“Thought you were the pick-up man,” 
she grunted. 

I knocked. 

And then everything was all right. I 
was with the family again. Aunt Mabel 
hugged me tightly. I could tell she was 
so happy to have me with her. My heart 
went out to her as I noticed the pain of her 
illness showing in her face. All the make- 
up and “beautifying,” as my Mama called 
it, couldn’t erase those lines. We talked 
and talked. There was a wistful note in 
Aunt Mabel’s voice as we talked of Mid- 
town. I fixed a dinner of canned beans 
warmed on the hot plate in the corner. 
Darkness fell and we talked on. 

Aunt Mabel had a little money, but not 
much. What worried her most was the 
possibility that she might lose her job. 
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She'd been a maid for some time for one 
ofthe Heights families. They'd been very 
gnsiderate during her illness but she 
knew it couldn’t go on indefinitely. I men- 
tioned that I wanted to get a job, and then 
mm idea hit us both at the same time. 

“Why, you could hold my job for me, 
4nna. You'd be perfect. My uniforms 
yould even fit you!” 

She told me how to call the butler at the 
place where she worked and he agreed that 
they would try me. I was to start work 
the following week. Aunt Mabel was sure 
it would take me that long to learn what 
t) do and how. “Maids in Cleveland 
aren't like maids in Midtown,” she 
laughed. As if anybody in Midtown had 
ever had a maid. 

She looked at my hair. “You've got that 
old half-good hair like your Mama,” she 
said. “Well, we’ll have to get it done right 
away.” The picture drawn for me by 
Millie came to my mind—-sitting in some- 
one’s kitchen—but I was anxious to try it. 

Early the next week when Aunt Mabel 
was going to the clinic for her treatments, 
she told me to go over to Cedar Avenue to 
get my hair done. It was an off day and 
someone would probably be able to “work 
me in,” she explained. My heart thudded 
excitedly as I left Aunt Mabel and turned 
toward Cedar Avenue. I felt strange but 
good in the dress I was wearing—a simple 
chartreuse cotton of Aunt Mabel’s that was 
the nicest thing I had ever had on my 
back. I walked for blocks. 

“Beauty salons” and “beaut; shoppes” 
they were labelled in the windows in neon 
and gilt! They were clean and lovely. 
When I was told in three places that I 
couldn’t get an appointment that day, I 
tried not to look too disappointed and said: 
‘Tll try some other place” just as if I 
were an old hand at this sort of thing. 

On the fourth try I was lucky. A good- 
looking woman in a smart yellow uniform 
was just getting ready to go to lunch, but 
when she saw my crestfallen face, she said, 
“Aw, come on. You've got good hair. You 
won't take long.” 

I fingered the five dollar bill in my hand, 
wondering why my aunt had given me so 
much money. I glanced up sideways at 
the woman. She was a warm brown with 
smooth black bangs across her forehead. 
I wished that I could look like that. 

“Tt isn’t done now, is it?” she asked. 

“No,” I answered. 

“How do you want it?” 

I didn’t want her to think I’d never had 
my hair done so I said the first thing that 
came into my head. 

“Wave it.” 

_ ‘This? All that hair?” she sputtered. 
She had unpinned my hair and it hung 
down below my shoulders. “That'll cost 
you four and more time than I’ve got, 
honey!” 

I cowered in the chair. And then a 
voice, whose owner I had not noticed, en- 
tered the conversation! “You shampoo it, 


Dolly, and straighten it. Tl take over 
from there.” 





MAN! A man in a beauty parlor! I 
+% was ashamed to let him see me with 
my hair loose and flying all over my head. 
He put one hand on my arm and with the 
other hand felt my hair. His touch was 
impersonal, like a doctor’s, but my face 
flamed. He smiled down at me. 

“With your hair, it’s a shame not to 
know what to do with it. Let me style it 
for you.” 

“Will it cost... ?” I began. 

He shook his head. “Just leave it to 
me.” 

All the time Dolly was vigorously sham- 
pooing my hair I could see the man’s image 
before my closed eyes. He was tall, light- 
brown with very good-looking hair and a 
wonderful friendly smile. He wore a 
jacket that looked like a doctor’s clinic 
coat, except that it was a soft shade of 
aqua, and sheer like the nylon I had been 
reading about so much. And his hands— 
they were so sensitive and thrilling. 

The washing was over. “Under the 
dryer,” Dolly ordered briskly. I looked 
around bewildered. Dolly, with a smile 
on her face, led me to the strange-looking 
She fluffed out my hair and 
I was scared almost 


contraption. 
started the blower. 
out of my wits. 

I made believe I didn’t hear her when 
she bent over to ask me where I was from. 
I looked away from her and the beauty of 
the smart shop seemed suddenly a symbol 
of my new life. It was decorated with 
“sleeping Pedros” and cactus cropping up 
conceivable spot. A Mexican 
This was better than 
This was better 


in every 
motif, I supposed. 
Midtown by a long shot. 
than Millie’s experience which had once 
seemed so glamorous. And it was all hap- 
pening to me. 

I felt a hand on my shoulder. And an- 
other hand felt my hair. It was the male 
beautician. Again a wave of embarrass- 
ment took hold of me. I knew how my hair 
looked at this stage. I didn’t want him to 
touch it. It was so coarse. 

“Dolly, the young lady’s just about 
ready,” he said and Dolly led me from the 
dryer to her booth. It didn’t take as long 
for her to straighten my hair as I had 
imagined. And after the first few deft, 
sure strokes I stopped wincing and re- 
laxed. I didn’t feel a thing. I had actu- 
ally thought it would be painful! Finally 
spun me around and said: “All 
through, honey?” 

I looked at myself in the mirror. I was 
horrified. I looked like a skinned cat. 

Dolly smiled at me. “Don’t worry, 
honey.” she said as she went toward the 
back to change her uniform and go to her 
delayed lunch. ‘“Eddie’ll fix you up. He’s 
good, real good.” Then she left. 

Eddie came over to hand me a book of 
hair styles to look at until he was ready 
for me. They were glamorous, exotic hair 
styles on well-groomed colored women. Just 
looking at the book gave me a thrill. It 
seemed no time before he was beckoning 
to me for me to sit in his chair. From one 
of the other booths, there was a titter soon 
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LONG, THICK 
HAIR STARTS! 


Highest medical authorities agree that 
hair grows and is fed from the i a 
and that a healthy scalp is a MUST for 
lovely, healthy hair. Make this TEST 
right now! Rub your scalp... is it tight 
or sore? Does it itch? Is it crusted with 
dandruff and greasy deposits of heavy 
hair dressings? Has it been abused with 
hot combs, marcel irons or straighten- 
ers? If you answer yes to any of these, 
you may be cheating yourself of a nor- 
mally healthy scalp where naturel 
thick, luxuriously long hair grows! IT 
SO EASY TO FIND OUT! Try amazing 
new SCALP TREET with Sulfur for one 
full month at our 























risk! SCALP TREET, 
stance that is part of 
SURE hair itself, soothing 
LANOLIN and other 
proved ingredients, 
does these 5 things 
AT with massage: (1) al- 
OUR RISK! ing can cause hair 
loss.) (2) stimulates 
blood circulation of scalp surface, (3) 
removes loose dandruff, (4) soothes ir- 
ritation and tenderness, (5) “‘exercises”’ 
to help keep scalp normally loose . 
not just one time or a few days, but 
FOR A FULL MONTH. If you can’t 
actually see and feel the difference in 
= scalp and hair, ALL YOUR MONEY 
ACK! No where, at any price, is there 
anything finer or better for your scalp 


containing the sub- 

: * lays itching, (Scratch- 

not tight. Try wonderful SCALP TREET 
than SCALP TREET with SULFUR. 


One Month Treatment sent postpaid for 
only $1.00 plus 20c tax (total: $1.20) or 
sent C.0.D. plus postage and C.O.D. 
fee. Rush order today. You save 25c by 
sending payment with order. Keystone 
Co., Dept. SE, Memphis, Tenn. 







Jeu Vr BAKIN G av tom 


Baking is one of 














America’s high industries in wages. 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, ‘Opportunities in Com- 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3232, Chicago 14, I. 
ww Perfumes, Watches, Charms, Amulets, 
Ss Vedic Prayers, Kawachas and Life 
~~ Hindu Gods on the Jewelry. 
Write for Catalogue and Literature. 
i A 
HINDU SANKARA ioe, Yonaa wy. 
PERIOD OVERDUE: 
Set your mind at ease and obtain prompt relief in minor functional 
menstrual delay of borderline anemia with these new extra helpful 
Prepared and formulated scientifically by registered pharmacists, 
**“GREEN-KAPS”’ capsules are specially made up to produce no 
10-day trial in PLAIN WRAPPER for simply sending your name 
and address, when package arrives, deposit only $5.00 plus C.O.D. 
of package and money will be refunded promptly. RUSH order 
a ; don’t hazard the risk of being without them when you need 
Send Cash with Order—We Pay Postage 
ASTHMACINE DISTRIBUTING CO., Dept. 723B 


Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
mercial Baking.” 
° , e 
Hindu Sankara’s Religious Art Jewelry 
Readings, Faithful Reproductions of 
Enclose 25¢ in Stamps to: 
medically recognized drugs. 
harmful after-effects. Generous large supply shipped on a FREE 
and postage with postman. If not 100% satisfied, return remainder 
them most. 
1813 S. Clinton Ave. ¢ Chicago 16, Illinois 
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The 


Vitec Hormone Hair Creme 
stimulates Temple Growth. 
born, unruly hair. Relieves and corrects Itchy scalp 
and Dry Hair. Ards natural Luxurious Hair Growth. 
Makes Hair Soft, Lustrous, Beautiful. 8 weeks Treate 
ment yar - $2.00. Send for your jar today 

GLANDEEN is the successful result of 20 years 
of Biological, Physiological and Chemical Research 
and Study of the Life and Growth of Hait by Don 
Eduardo, one of America’s great Research Chemists 
and Exponent on Hair and Skin Care. 


GLANDEEN 7fefoo You 0 
EARN BIG MONEY 


Many men and women are now earning big money 
as Local Distributors for this marvelous Creme; 
after they have tested it themselves. 


YOU MUST T 


to see how truly amazing it is. You'll be 
thrilled with compliments about your hair! 

Send for your jar of GLANDEEN today and 
listen to what men and women say about the 
change in your hair ,.. Then get GLANDEEN for 
them and cash in big, from increasing repeat orders, 


Softens short, stub- 























EDUARDO LABS, 168-30 89th AVE., JAMAICA 3, N.Y. 


DRUNK 2 


ans DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 
Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 

ness or Your Loved Ones? Our Remarkable 
New Discovery Quickly and Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
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Y With This Craving For Liquor Gone, No 
} Willi Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 

\ ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 

\\ Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
'\ You Can Go To Business And Carry On 

Your Social life As Usual, While Using Our Method! May be 
used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement Is 
Noticed In A Remarkably Short Time. The Price |s Amaz- 


y Low! Only $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula and 
uctions! This Is The Only Method That Guar- 








antees Satisfaction or Your Money Refunded, if SEND 
Returned In Ten Days. You Will Bless The Day NO 

You Saw This As Thousands Have Already MONEY 
Done! 








Pay Postman On Delivery! Mail Us Your Name and Address Only! 
SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 














Dept. 70-G, Box 118, Jersey City 3, N. J. 


Men Admire 


LONG 
LOVELY 
HAIR 


Now... 
you 

Can Have Thrilling 

Hair Beauty, Too! 





If you've envied otners because of long, 
lovely hair, and the length of your hair 
has been affected by dryness, broken off 
and splitting ends, you owe it to yourself 
to try LANSON 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

Lanson is guaranteed to make your hair 
look longer, more beautiful or your 
money back! 

Lanson also relieves dry itchy scalp, 
removes loose dandruff, helps nature give 
you the beautiful hair appearance you've 
always wanted. 

SEND NO MONE Y—Pay a 
$1.50 plus C.0.D. Charge 
Save Postage Charge, Sena $1.50 with Order. 


LANSON CO. Dept. TC-L 
400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tenn. 











‘he said softly. 


squelched, as someone quipped lightly: 
“Won't you come into my parlor said the 
spider to the fly?” ... 

“What style did you decide on,” he 
asked. 

“Tl leave it to you,” 
overwhelmed to talk. 

“Okay then.” Eddie sounded pleased 
and went to work. It seemed I could al- 
ways feel his touch even when his hands 
were not on me. It seemed as though his 
voice caressed my hair as he talked over 
one of my shoulders about what he thought 
would look best on me. When he men- 
tioned cutting my hair a few minutes later, 
I almost rebelled, but Eddie could have 
probably shaved my head clean and I 
would have done nothing but smile dazedly. 

He laid my head back, tilted the chair 
and bent over me. The scissors in his hands 


I answered, too 


made quick birdlike movements. For 
second he looked from my hair into my 
eyes and time seemed to stand still. It was 


a long glance, one I could not look away 
from. My mouth trembled as though he 
had kissed me. And then the moment was 
gone and Eddie was behind me again. An 
hour later he brushed my shoulders off with 
his soft well-manicured hands and gave me 
a mirror. 

“Look now, Cinderella.” he 
held the mirror in shaking hands and near- 
ly dropped it when I saw myself. From a 
plain almost drab girl of 18 I had been 
changed into an impish child with eyes 
wide with wonder and a mouth rounded in 
A short cap of curls wreathed my 
I wanted 


urged. | 


awe. 
head in beautiful, shiny ringlets. 
to touch it. 

“It’s lovely, Eddie,” 
calling his name without realizing it. 


I said breathlessly 


“Yes is.” he said. Stooping to the 
floor, he gathered up the hair that had 


been snipped off. 

“Want it?” he asked. 

“Oh, no!” I answered much too quickly. 

“Not afraid I'll take a strand and voodoo 
you,” he said. 

“Not at all,’ I answered with a 
found ease at conversation. He separated 
one ringlet from the rest as he threw most 
of it into the wastepaper basket. He tucked 
this one ringlet into his breast pocket. I 
flushed. 

He smiled. 


new 


“T won’t call you Cinderella,” 
“Pll call you Galatea.” I 
nodded, never knowing that he was talk- 
ing of the beautiful work of art a Greek 
sculptor had created long ago. And then 
his hands were on my face. He tipped it 
first one way and then another. 

His touch was electric, but his voice was 
impersonal again. From his kit of cos- 
metics he took rouge, powder, lipstick and 
even eye shadow. I never used any of them 
and I began to shake my head. 

He put his hands on my shoulders and 
looked squarely at me, a long even look. 
He spoke no words and I myself could say 
nothing. 

When once again | held the mirror up 
to my face, I saw not the drab girl I had 
been, not even the impish child the hair-do 


had created, but an almost pretty woman 
whose eyes looked mischievous, whose skip 
was as smooth as peach satin and whose 
lips looked kissable. 

Eddie stood back, pleased. Murmur 
from the other booths complimented hin 
on his “Galatea” as he called me. And 
then he was at my side. He removed the 
plastic cover. 

“Tell me.” he asked. “I never did knoy, 
Did Galatea ever fall in love with her Pyg. 
malion?” My eyes dropped to the pocket 
of his uniform where the lock of my hair 
lay. I couldn’t think of any answer. 

I finally stammered, “How much?” stil] 
holding the limp five dollar bill in my 
hands. 

“Four-fifty,” he said and looked away 
from my hands as he reached for his ap. 
pointment book. Then seemingly sorry he 
had asked for all of the money I had, he 
wrapped up some cosmetics and _ said, 
“These go with the new face.” 

“Now when do you want to come back?” 
he asked, pocketing Aunt Mabel’s five 
dollars. 

“Come back?” I faltered. 

Eddie laughed a good hearty laugh. then 
declared: “I must call you Cinderella after 
all because if you don’t come back in two 
or three weeks, Galatea. you'll no longer 
be the angel of the Avenue.” 

I laughed too. I understood. There was 
nothing permanent about my hair-do. “All 
right, Eddie,” I said. “Three weeks from 
Thursday. Ill be working by then.” 


Thats HOW my meeting with Eddie 

was. For two months my work was the 
most interesting thing in my life. Then 
the Thursdays that I went to see Eddie be- 
gan to overshadow my love for the fine 
things I dusted, the beautiful house in 
which I worked, even the lovely clothes my 
employer showered me with. They were 
clothes she was tired of, but clothes the 
like of which I'd never seen. 

Yes, I began to look forward too eager- 
ly to my beauty shop appointments with 
Eddie. I was used to the new coiffures he 
crowned me with, but I never became used 
to his nearness. Being beautified was an 
intimate experience for me and he was 
part of that intimacy. There was sort of a 
black magic feeling. Just his holding my 
ear as he worked with curling irons seemed 
a caress, although I knew he did it only to 
keep from burning me. I loved the way 
he would push my head strongly to one side 
as if to say “I’m the master.” as if he were 
bending to kiss me. I lived in the memory 
of one appointment until the anticipation 
of the next appointment possessed me. 

Aunt Mabel got better and finally she 
told me she’d be able to go back to work 
in a month. That was on my miiid when 
I went to the beauty shop early one Thurs 
day. I was glad Aunt Mabel was getting 
better but it might mean that I'd be going 
home soon. I went to the shop early, for 
no particular reason except the one that I 
would not admit to myself. I wanted to 
see Eddie. I wanted to see him not just as 4 
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but as a man—and a man 


peauty operator, 
who had come to mean much more to me 


than anyone ever had. 

As luck would have Eddie was just 
coming out of the shop when I walked up. 
He paused on the steps. 

“Aren't you ahead of time? 

I nodded. 

“Well. you might as well come and have 
a cup of coffee with me. Be my guest, 
Galatea.” he said in a teasing voice. Over 
his shoulder he yelled. “Be back in half an 
hour, Dolly. You or anyone want 
anything?” Several calls for coffee and 
cokes came and Eddie and I went across 


” he asked. 


else 


the street. 

Sitting in the same booth with him, look- 
ing at him on the same level, I became shy. 
He looked just as I knew he would in his 
smart gray business suit. His blue shirt 
was spotless and he wore a black knitted 
tie with an odd scissors tie clasp. 

I smiled pleasantly and mentioned that 
the clip was so in keeping with his busi- 
ness. 

“Yep,” he said easily. “Dolly gave it to 
me. Fact is, Dolly picks out all of my 
clothes.” 

“You all are pretty thick, aren’t you?” 
I said pointedly, waiting for him to deny it 
and clear the decks for us. Midtown had 
taught me how to be direct since there was 
no finesse in small town love. 

Eddie flicked a cool, appraising glance 
in my direction as if he could not believe 
his ears. 

“Everyone knows about mé and Dolly,” 
he said at last. “That’s old stuff. But 
what about you and me?” he asked and 
lowered his head to light a cigarette. The 
top of his head was bent close to me. I 
was tempted to run my fingers through his 
hair. But I sat still, fighting the pull this 
man had for me. When he looked up 
again, I turned my head. 


“What do you mean, about us, 


what 


Eddie? I’m just another 
“Another customer?” Eddie cut me 
short. “All right, Anna. be coy. I'll play 


a waiting game if that’s what you want.” 
He glanced at his watch and signalled the 
waitress, 

“Listen,” he said quickly, “ 
doing tonight?” 

My heart thudded. Of course I had noth- 
ing to do but iron a blouse or two, and may- 
be go window shopping. But I hesitated. 

“Eddie, I’m pretty busy on my day off.” 

He interrupted: “I tell you what! In- 
stead of coming in for your hair appoint- 
ment now, come in about eight. No better 
make it eight-thirty tonight. Ill do your 
hair and then we'll step out for a little 
while. Have you been down on the Avenue. 
There’s a new spot” he rushed on, his 
words leaving me in a whirl. 

Me in a night club, Eddie and me. I 
was speechless with excitement. I nodded 
dumbly after passing a few more idle re- 
marks over coffee and even after we left 
the luncheonette—all during the time Eddie 
worked on my hair, I thought about my 
Scant wardrobe. What would | 


what are you 


wear ? 





Would my aunt loan me that new draped 
black satin? 

After I left the shop. I spent most of the 
day preparing myself to look as good as 
possible, but in spite of all I did, the hours 
dragged until eight-thirty but finally I was 
walking down Cedar Avenue to the shop— 
and Eddie. A couple of whistles on the 
corner followed my steps in the gathering 
darkness and I flushed. pleased that I had 


shed my small-town girl look. I was rid- 
ing high on a rosy pink cloud. As I ap- 


proached the beauty parlor, a cab driver 
called to me; “Cab. miss?” I shook my 
head and gestured toward the shop where I 
was going. He laughed. “Well, I’ve seen 
them come out looking good but you’re the 
prettiest I’ve seen going in.” the driver 
quipped. I couldn’t help smiling back at 
him and then he was forgotten. 

! walked into the shop. There, 
under a dim light at the receptionist’s desk, 
There was no one else in the 


seated 


was Eddie. 
shop but us. 

“Where is everyone? Are you alone?” 
I asked nervously. All the booths were 


dark. 

Eddie smiled easily. “We work late, 
Anna, but not all night. I thought you 
knew we'd be alone.” He rose and came 


He walked over to me and he 
“You're perfect.” he 
hair to my 
my rhine- 
my high- 


toward me. 
slipped my hat off. 
said. His gaze slid from my 
eyes, my lips, my low neckline, 
stone belted waist. my stockings. 
heeled slippers. 

“Little Galatea” he murmured and took 
my hand. “Let’s get a drink.” He led me 
to the back of the shop where there was a 
lounge room. I wanted to turn around and 
There was too much emotion in this 


run. 
room, throwing me at Eddie. I didn’t trust 
myself. The avenue noises were muted 


and here in the dimly-lit lounge behind the 
shop there was a privacy that hinted more 
than a casual meeting. The ice cubes wait- 
ing, the low light. a record player in the 
corner. Eddie started a soft George Shear- 
ing number as he poured out our drinks. 
Even as I said “no” I took the tinkling 
glass. 

Eddie held his drink. 

*Here’s to us. not just Eddie and Anna. 
but to Pygmalion and Galatea.” he toasted. 

His dark brown eyes stopped laughing 
and went dark with an almost evil emotion. 
His glass touched mine and he downed his 
drink in a few swift swallows. Eddie bent 
down to get a cigarette and sat on the long 
low couch. I was still standing holding my 
drink my purse and my hat as if poised for 
flight. He took the things from me and 
drew me down him. 
His touch flamed through my whole being. 
And then he was kissing me. One hand 
cupped my face gently. the other held me 


to the couch beside 


firmly to him. I found my arms going 
about him and my body drawing close. 
close to him. 

The scent of his masculine cologne, made 


me slightly dizzy. The smooth strength of 


his cheek against mine, his crisp hair 
brushing my neck were too much. I closed 
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my eyes. Under the crush of his lips I 
felt a passion I had not dreamed existed. 
My lips were tremulous, like a bashful 
child’s, and my pulses raced as minute 
after precious minute slipped away. And 
then I felt his hand leave my back and 
touch my knee. I stiffened. 

“What’s the matter, Anna?” 

I sat up: “No, Eddie, not that.” 

“Not what? ... oh that!” He glanced 
at his offending hand. “He’s an eager lit- 
tle beaver. You have to watch him.” 

“You don’t have to tell me, Eddie, I 
know.” The bad moment had passed. 
Eddie did not kiss me again. For an hour 
or more we sat and talked and listened to 
the records. We laughed at the cigarette 
which had burned itself out as we had been 
swirled into our early interlude of love. 
There were more highballs. Finally I 
mentioned the fact that we were supposed 
to be going night clubbing. It was after 
ten o'clock. He looked at his watch and 
shook his head. 

“Sugar, I can’t make it tonight. I forgot 
this other appointment I made. But that 
just means there'll be a next time soon, for 
you and me.” 

And then he kissed me again. This time 
there was no awkward moment. Filled 
with the wonder of our attraction and rid- 
ing high on the crest of a sustained wave 
of emotion, I was ready to be Eddie’s very 
own. This was our moment ... and then 
the phone rang, far away at first, and then 
louder and more insistently it seemed. 

“Don’t answer it, Eddie,” I murmured. 
He held me for a minute and then jumped 
to his feet with a start. 

“Be right back, sugar.” 


COULD scarcely hear the muffled con- 

versation, but it didn’t matter. The mo- 
ment was gone and reality was fusing back 
into focus. I walked over to a mirror in the 
rear booth of the shop to brush my hair 
and put on my hat. The moment was gone 
and I didn’t want it to creep up on us again 
that night. I looked up into the mirror 
and my eye caught the beautician’s license 
hanging here. 

This was Dolly’s booth. Dolly smiled up 
from a picture on her license. She was so 
pretty! And there were two other pictures. 
A little boy and a little girl. Dolly Lan- 
cester was her name on the license. And 
then pencilled behind it was “Davis.” 
Davis? That was Eddie’s last name. I 
flushed. Dolly must think more of Eddie 
than I knew. Had she hoped to marry 
him? Was this a joke someone had played, 
writing his name on her license like that, 
or had she done it herself in one of her 
moments of day dreaming? I put my hat 
on slowly. The kids must be her brother 
and sister. They were cute. I shrugged 
her and them out of my mind. 

Something about the telephone conversa- 
tion drew my attention to Eddie’s overly- 
cautious voice. He wasn’t doing much of 
the talking. I heard a guarded “Yes ... 


68 


- leather upholstery. 


well, yes .. . sure ... be home in a lit- 
tle while.” 

I stood rooted to the spot trying to guess 
what the words meant. Eddie came back to 
my side, smiling easily. “Well, maybe I 
should call you Cinderella after all! Here 
you are getting ready to slip out on Prince 
Charming the minute his back is turned. 
Going somewhere?” he asked, pointing to 
my hat. 

“Yes, Eddie, Cinderella is going home. 
She had a wonderful time. She has stars 
in her eyes but she is going home.” The 
evening was too much for me. I felt 
strained, standing before this attractive 
man who was so sure of himself. I wanted 
time to think. I wanted to get out. 

“One more kiss?” Eddie pulled me to 
him. “There’s going to be a showdown, 
you know, Anna.” His voice was hoarse 
in my ear. What did he mean? A show- 
down between me and Dolly. Oh, no! But 
who was he talking to on the phone? [I bit 
my lip to keep from asking him. His voice 
went on, cool, self assured. 

“There'll be another time when it’s just 
you and me, Anna, and the phone won't 
ring!” Oh, that was what he meant. Well, 
maybe there would be but there were a lot 
of other things I wanted to settle before 
I allowed myself to forget the world again 
in Eddie’s arms. I murmured words about 
the evening having been fun and then we 
were out of the lounge, out of the shop on 
the Avenue and Eddie was handing me into 
a cab. 

I was a little surprised when he himself 
didn’t get in, but closed the door behind 
me. He gave the cabbie two dollars and 
said: “The young lady will tell you where 
she’s going.” He nodded to me and was 
gone. 

“Where to, miss?” The cabbie turned 
around. It was the same driver who had 
been at the stand when I'd gone into the 
shop hours ago. He looked at me for a 
long instant and I stuttered out Aunt Ma- 
bel’s address. The driver was looking at 
me strangely, just as though he knew all 
that had gone on in the rear of the dimly 
lit beauty parlor. 

“Mind if I take you the long way?” he 
asked. His eyes never left my face. I shook 
my head and leaned back against the cool 
The cab pulled out 
from the curb and we were caught up in 
the avenue traffic. He turned on the cross- 
town thoroughfare and after a few minutes 
we were out in the swanky club section of 
the Gold Coast. The driver turned into 
one of the quiet residential side streets 
and parked. 

I remonstrated and the driver turned 
around: “I want you to see something, 
miss. Mind if we park here a while?” he 
asked. 

“What is the meaning of this?” I de- 
manded indignantly. He interrupted me 
gently. “It’s none of my business. I have 
nothing to say, miss. There’s just some- 


thing I’ve got to show you. If you way 
to report me after you’re home, there’s my 
operator’s license in the back.” He turnej 
around, his eyes sad. I couldn’t figure oy 
what was happening. He looked so whol, 
some, but so hurt somehow. He wasp} 
being fresh, that was certain. I looked y 
the picture of his friendly face on th 
driver’s license. I settled back. Lo 
Thomas, that was his name. I scribble 
it and his cab number on a piece of paper 
in my purse, just in case. 

“There now, miss, look!” 

On the other side of the street a man wa; 
walking from the car stop. He carried , 
bag of groceries in one hand and an eve. 
ning paper tucked under the other. My 
breath caught in my throat. It was Eddie. 
I started to roll the window down, to call 
to him. The driver laid a firm hand op 
mine! 

“Don’t,” he said softly, “Just look.” 

Eddie was turning into the house right 
across the street from us. He didn’t even 
glance in our direction. Up the steps he 
went and then he was silhouetted agains 
the light streaming from the open front 
door. And there was Dolly in a house 
dress, wiping her hands on an apron and 
lifting her face for his kiss. And there 
were the children, the ones whose pictures 
I'd seen. I could hear their shouts of 
“Daddy, Daddy! Did you have to work 
late?” They danced around him in their 
sleepers. And then he was inside. Before 
the door closed, I looked away. I thought 
I was going to be sick. The driver knew 
I had seen enough. He didn’t say another 
word as he drove me home. 

“Thank you, thank you very much,” | 
managed to stammer as I left the cab. | 
trudged wearily toward the door that I had 
burst through so eagerly a few hours ear- 
lier. And then the driver was beside me. 

“T’m sorry,” he said. “I just had to do it. 
I’ve been watching you ever since you came 
to town. I know all about you. I’ve even had 
my hands manicured just so I could watch 
you when you were in the shop.” He 
rushed on. “And I know all about Eddie 
too.” I looked at him, pained. “He told 
some of the fellows at the pool room that 
he was going to ‘make a chick’ tonight. 
When I saw you go into that shop around 
dark, I almost went crazy!” His voice 
cracked, his eyes were anxious. “I know it’s 
none of my business, but he didn’t... 
you didn’t... .” 

I shook my head and turned into the 
house. 

Aunt Mabel didn’t question me. She 
knew something was wrong. And then 
when it was nearly midnight, there was 4 
knock on the door. I must have fallen 
asleep, fully dressed. It was the cabbie. 

“What do you want?” I asked numbly. 

“J just wanted to see how you were do- 
ing. Maybe you’d come have a hamburger 
with me. I’m awfully hungry.” 

“J don’t know any more about you than 
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| knew about Eddie,” I said sharply and 
started to close the door. 

“But your aunt does, call her!” 

I didn’t have to call Aunt Mabel. She’d 
awakened and come to my side to peer out 
into the dark hall. 

“Lon! Lon Thomas! What in the world? 
Are you the reason my niece here has been 
drooping around all evening?” 

He lowered his eyes like a kid. “Yes, I 
May I take her out to get 


suppose I am. 
I'll have her back in about 


a hamburger ? 
an hour.” 

“If she’ll go, Lon, surely.” 

And suddenly I wanted to go. As I 
shrugged into a skirt and sweater Aunt 
Mabel told me about Lon. He sang in her 
church choir. He was working his way 
through college. Aunt Mabel had known 
his family for quite a while. I told her 
goodnight and met Lon in the hall. 

We walked silently down the steps into 
the cool night air. 

“No cab,” he gestured at the vacant curb. 
“I checked in, we'll have to walk.” 

That was all right, and everything else 
turned out to be all right too. We talked 
about Eddie and Dolly and I was surprised 
to find that they weren’t important to me 
I found myself talking about 
I told Lon 
Aunt 


any more. 
Midtown, my folks, my friends. 
I might be going home soon since 
Mabel was able to be up and around. 

“Don’t go,” Lon pleaded. “Will you stay 
here if I get you a job?” 

“Oh, Lon, if you only could,” 
citedly. 

Sure enough, Lon did get me a job. It 
just answering the phone, 


I said ex- 


wasn’t much, 
sorting linens, sterilizing combs and sweep- 
ing up around one of the beauty parlors. 
But I made enough to pay my fees at one of 
the cosmetology schools. Now I’ve gradu- 
ated and am myself a licensed beautician 
after eighteen interesting months that 
seemed to fly. 


VERYTIME I see Eddie on the Avenue 

he looks puzzled. I speak cordially 
enough but I’ve never told him why there 
was never another appointment for his 
“Galatea.” Sometimes I see him leaving the 
shop late at night with some other slim. 
young girl and I wonder how Dolly can be 
satisfied with the small part of himself he 
gives her. Surely she must know. But all 
marriages aren’t like that. Lon’s and mine 
won't be. We’re getting married next week. 
We've an apartment waiting for us. Mama 
and Aunt Mabel will cry all over Aunt 
Mabel’s wonderful big church on Wood- 
land Avenue. And Lon’s 
will sing and I'll say a silent prayer of 
thankfulness as I walk up the aisle on the 
arm of the wonderful guy—Lon who kept 
my life from getting ripped apart at the 
seams. Maybe he’s not a glamorous male 
beautician, but he’s sweet and kind and 
good to look at. What’s more important. 
he’s all mine. 
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Heartbreak 


Marriage 
(Continued from Page 34) 
moment on, I gave up fighting against 

loving him. 

I spoke to Hal earnestly and persuasive- 
ly the next day. At first he was tolerant 
and then concerned. 

“Do I understand you to mean you're 
going to marry this flower man and leave 
me? And you expect me to help it along?” 

“I’m not going to leave you, Hal. I want 
to stay right on. But I want Paul to have 
some sort of a future. I don’t think it’s 
good for him to plod along as he’s doing 
now. No man should be satisfied at that 
point.” 

In the end Hal gave in but Paul proved 
stubborn. “I like my work,” he insisted, 
“It’s what I want to do. I’d be miserable 
in that big overstuffed office of Hal Gib- 
bons.” 

I refused to see Paul for one long bitter 
month until finally I couldn’t stand it any 
more and I called him up. “You can work 
for anybody you like darling, only don’t 
let’s ever get separated again!” I whis- 
pered when he rushed over to see me, and 
he held me as if he would never let me go. 
I was sure there would never be anyone 
but Paul in my life. 

We were married a week later, and it 
was on my honeymoon that I really came 
to life and found out what it meant to want 
a man’s kisses with a passion and desire I 
didn’t know I possessed. We were so in 
love. Nothing else was as important as 
that. We had a wonderful honeymoon and 
when it was over we both went back to 
work. I had insisted on keeping my job 
because I still wanted the sort of apartment 
Paul couldn’t begin to pay for. 

We were so happy those first few months. 
Paul got adjusted to the idea of having a 
working wife and I didn’t let it interfere 
with the wonder of our being together. 
The first crisis developed when I came 
home one night, trembling and exhausted, 
with purple shadows under my eyes, to say 
very little at dinner and head promptly 
for my room directly after I’d eaten. 

It was Paul who put into words what I 
had been suspecting for days: “You’re 
probably going to have a baby, Marcia.” 
The doctor confirmed our suspicions later 
that evening. He also said that I wasn’t as 
strong as I looked and would have to give 
up my job right away. 

I cried bitter, miserable tears. I couldn’t 
help letting my eyes travel briefly around 
my lovely living room. I was trying to 
memorize the whole setting. “We can’t stay 
here on your salary,” I told Paul hope- 
lessly, “Not with a baby to plan for.” He 
agreed quietly, “No. I know we can’t.” 
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A few days later Hal got in touch 
with Paul and offered him a job for the 
second time. I didn’t say a word about 
the telephone call I had made to bring this 
about. Paul told me about it and added: 
“It’s a lot more money. More than I ever 
thought I’d make.” I said eagerly, “You'll 
take it, won’t you?” 

I was sure he’d say yes. After all wasn’t 
I going to have his child? I'd be making 
sacrifices and there would be lots of things 
I wouldn’t like about being pregnant. We 
could keep the apartment if we were care- 
ful about our budget. 

Paul almost seemed to sense what I was 
thinking. He nodded his head. “It’s the 
least I can do I guess and if it will make 
you happy—” he said. 

I went to sleep with my head on his 
shoulder that night. I had never loved him 
more. 

I got used to my condition quickly be- 
cause I made up my mind I'd come through 
it with flying colors. I had never looked 
better than I did those days. Paul loved 
to leave me propped up among the pillows 
in the morning when he went to his job, 
sipping the cup of black coffee he always 
brought me. “Just to keep that little rap- 
scallion from making you sick every day,” 
he’d tell me with quiet parental pride. I 
think we were both a little awed at the 
idea of the coming baby. Sometimes I’d 
say: “Imagine me a mama! Making for- 
mulas, straining vegetables and thinking 
about airings instead of layouts and ads 
and clients! How times have changed.” 

“So have you darling,” Paul would 
whisper against my ear, “You're going to 
make a wonderful mother.” 

I'd tell him earnestly, “I hope I will. It’s 
what I want to be most of all.” 


THT WAS why when I lost the baby in 

the sixth month of my pregnancy, it 
knocked all the props from under us. At 
the hospital I stared out of the window 
and my hand in Paul’s was limp and un- 
responsive. “Why?” I kept asking, “Why 
did it have to happen to us? We had it 
all planned so wonderfully. You’re doing 
well at your job. You’re almost beginning 
to like it, I believe. We-——we wanted this 
baby so much. Why did it have to happen 
to us?” 

Paul, trying to keep the stricken look 
out of his eyes could only answer: “Sure. 
We had it planned. But if things don’t 
always work out just the way you want 
them to, you have to try a different pattern. 
You’re young, darling—there will be other 
babies.” 

But I didn’t want other babies. 
wanted that seemed to 
though my world had come to an end. I 
lost all my ambition and energy and spent 
long hours in dark moods, being sorry for 
myself. I didn’t even want to go back to 
the beloved old job. Day by day, slowly, 
I learned to forget a little more success- 
fully the little white bassinet we had 


I had 


one. It me as 


bought—the big-wheeled baby carriage the 
store had consented to take back. 

I managed my home with little apparent 
effort and no enthusiasm. Paul and I grey 
to be strangers more and more each day, 
but I refused to acknowledge it. One night 
when he tried to take me in his arms, 
I drew away from him. He had whispered 
pleadingly, “Marcia can’t we ever get back 
what we had in the beginning? Can’t yoy 
ever make me feel I’m holding my wife 
close to me—instead of a composite ma. 
chine? You’ve grown so hard—so brittle 
lately. I want my wife again, Marcia—” 

I had said quickly: “No, no, Paul. Ip 
tired.” 

Paul had let me go and stalked out of 
the room. But first he had said, “Perhaps 
you'll let me know when you can allot a 
brief interlude for love. I suppose you 
must have it down somewhere on your list 
of ‘things to do.’ ” 

I couldn’t explain that since I'd lost the 
baby something had died within me. | 
didn’t seem capable of emotion any more, 
I couldn’t help it. I was trying to make 
my work take the place of everything else, 
Later on perhaps I’d get over that hollow 
feeling in my heart. If Paul would only 
be patient— 

As time went on. I began to realize that 
Paul was a decided success in his job, | 
knew it hadn’t been easy for him to accus- 
tom himself to the routine of an office like 
that. But he had done it and he had come 
a long way. By the time we were ready 
to celebrate our third anniversary I knew 
Hal had a surprise in store for Paul but I 
didn’t tell him about it. 

I invited Hal to dinner at our apartment, 
I rushed home early enough to get every: 
thing set. The table looked lovely and I 
was proud of the plump chicken I had 
roasting in the oven. Paul made the cock- 
tails and brought them in and Hal toasted 
me gallantly: “To one of the loveliest 
wives in New York and the most efficient 
secretary. We’re pretty lucky guys, Paul. 
Not many men have a Marcia in their 
lives.” 

Paul’s face looked a little flushed. | 
concluded he must have been sampling the 
martinis in the kitchen. He said unexpect- 
edly: “Yes, she is the most beautiful, well- 
oiled automaton you could imagine. Ev 
erything is scheduled, even her love. She 
times her kisses the way she does her lunch 
hour.” 

I tried to cover up the uncomfortable 
silence by laughing at him. “I’m not that 
bad surely, Paul! And even if you rebel 
against routine, you know it’s brought you 
a pretty good place in the scheme of 
things.” 

Paul said wearily: “Oh sure. If you 
measure everything in terms of dollars and 
cents and want to be sure of a future lined 
with greenbacks. I realize I owe every 
thing to my wife. I'd be the last person ‘ 
deny it.” 

I felt a little sick suddenly. Paul sounded 
so bitter and so unhappy. Over coffee and 
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cigarettes Hal leaned forward in his chair. 

“Paul, I came here tonight with a gilt- 
edged proposition to offer you. I'm going 
to need an assistant to work directly under 
me in a couple of months. By the natural 
course of events that man will slip into 
my job when I retire, which may be fairly 
pon. 1 thought it would be a nice anni- 
versary present for you kids. It would 
mean substantially more money naturally. 
Well—what do you say?” 

I couldn’t help bursting out then, “What 
does he say? Of course he’ll take it! Oh 
Paul—tell him yes—tell him—” 

But I was staring at Paul then and notic- 
ing how ashen his face was; how set and 
stubborn his mouth was. He shook his 
head and said steadily: “I appreciate that 
offer, Hall. And I know you're trying to 
do something big for me. But I’ve got 
other plans for myself. I was going to tell 
Marcia about them when we were alone, 
but you might as well hear it too. It’s 
taken a lot of courage to go ahead and de- 
cide this but it’s my only hope of being 
aman again. The man I want to be—not 
the nearest copy of you that Marcia can 
make me.” 

I drew in my breath in a long shudder- 
ing gasp. “Paul, You’re crazy! You can’t 
turn this job down. You—” 

Hal said quietly, “I don’t understand 
what you’re driving at. But go ahead.” 

“I'm going into the plant nursery busi- 
ness with an old friend. I’ve got enough 
saved for my share in it. It’ll be a risk, I 
know that. I could lose everything I have. 
But it’s a risk I have to take.” He turned 
to me and said levelly: “The situation that 
made me turn my back on what I wanted 
to do, isn’t apt to exist again. You don’t 
want any more babies. You’re afraid to 
try again. I’ve done my best—God knows 
I've done my best to fit in where you 
wanted to keep me, Marcia. But it’s no 
go. And it hasn’t made you love me a bit 
more. I think underneath it may be mak- 
ing you despise me a little.” 

Hal said uncomfortably, “I think it’s a 
foolish move you’re making, Paul. You're 
tossing away a good chance. But of course 
that isn’t any of my business. That’s be- 
tween you and Marcia.” 

After Hal left, I closed the door and 
faced Paul incredulously. “You can’t be 
serious, Paul. You can’t tear down every- 
thing we’ve built up between us. You—” 

Paul’s mouth was still grim and his eyes 
didn’t falter as he said, “I don’t like the 
way things are going. You make all the 
decisions, plan all the moves. Even the 
idea of not trying to have a family again 
is yours. You map out every step of our 
lives,” 

“What’s wrong with the way we live?” 
I demanded angrily, “We have a lovely 
apartment, nice friends, no money worries. 
We—” 

“Everything except understanding and 
love. Rather important considerations, I 
think. They’re both gone Marcia. Some- 





times I wonder if you ever let them be part 
of your pattern.” 

I went over to him and pleadingly put 
my hand on his arm. “I love you, Paul— 
of course I love you. That’s why I want 
such wonderful things for you. That’s 
why I want you to take this job Hal of- 
fered you and—” 

“You love the man you'd like to think 
you’ve made me. The smooth, well dressed 
advertising salesman, the guy who can af- 
ford to drink Scotch instead of beer and 
who always wears well-pressed trousers; 
the man who comes closest to your ideal— 
your boss, Hal Gibbons. Maybe he’s the 
man you should have angled for. Because 
I’m not what you want me to be, under- 
neath. [I still like to dig in the dirt. I’m 
going back to it too. Even if I only make 
half of what I do now.” 

We talked back and forth. We argued 
and I cried and stormed but none of it did 
any good. Paul had made up his mind. 

Finally I did a bold thing. I told him 
flatly, “Paul if you go into this thing, you 
and I are through.” 

I had expected stunned disbelief. I had 
even thought that might be the way to 
change Paul’s mind. But he simply 
nodded, “I was afraid you’d feel that way 
about it. Ill never love anybody but you, 
Marcia. I couldn’t. But even loving you 
as I do—or maybe because of it, I can’t 
see our life go along as it is going now.” 

I watched him pack his clothes. Even 
then I didn’t think he could be leaving me. 
After three years! He couldn’t. Even 
when he did leave, I clung to the belief 
he’d come back—on my terms. I was sure 
he would—some day. 

I plunged myself into every office detail 
so that when I came home at night I was 
bone-tired. I could have had as many dates 
as I wanted. All of my friends tried to be 
helpful by inviting me to dinners and par- 
ties or phoning to say: “I’ve got a darling 
man for you to meet, Marcia. How about 
bridge?” 

But soon bridge parties, night clubs and 
weekend trips palled on me. I found that 
being on my own was difficult. I also found 
that I couldn’t forget Paul. So I stayed 
close to home. 

All the old hunger for Paul’s nearness 
had come back. I missed him so much it 
was like a raw physical hurt that gave me 
no rest, no happiness in anything I tried to 


do. 


ATE ONE afternoon about a year after 
Paul had walked out of my life, Hal in- 
advertently probed at the sore spot in my 
heart by telling me abruptly: “Your ex- 
husband seems to be doing fine. I stopped 
in at his place in Brookbury to buy some 
Christmas plants for my wife. I needed 
some things that will bloom in her bed- 
room. That’s where she spends most of 
her time now. Anyhow, Paul’s got a nice 
layout there and from what I could see he’s 

making a good profit.” 
I tried to keep my lips from trembling. 
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I wanted to ask so many things. I wanted 
to know how Paul looked, if he had in- 
quired about me or sent me a message. 
But I didn’t. Instead I said simply, “I’m 
glad to hear it. I never have a word from 
him. Just a check I never touch once a 
month.” Then I added without meaning 
to: “I—I guess maybe he did the right 
thing after all, didn’t he?” 

Hal stared at me. “The right thing? He 
could have gone to the top here and you 
know it. He was just too lazy to make the 
effort.” 

I said coldly, “Paul wasn’t lazy. He just 
didn’t fit into this set up. He—” 

Suddenly I was crying. The tears came 
so swiftly I couldn’t find any defense 
against them. I put my head down on my 
arms and sobbed out my loneliness and 
heartbreak. I felt Hal’s hand on my shoul- 
der. 

“Stop it, Marcia. Crying isn’t part of 
your pattern. Get your hat on and come 
and have dinner with me instead. A cock- 
tail will do a lot to restore your confidence. 
Come on. That’s an order from your boss.” 

It was the first time since I had worked 
for Hal that we had ever gone out to- 
gether. He took me to a small place up- 
town and over martinis he said slowly, 
“You know, Marcia, it’s sort of funny, our 
being here like this.” 

My eyes met his inquiringly and he con- 
tinued: “I don’t suppose you remember 
what Paul said the night I came to dinner 
and offered him the job, do you?” 

I set my glass down and answered hon- 
estly: “He said lots of things. None of 
them very nice.” 

“This is one special remark that I haven’t 
He said you had tried to make 
What did he mean, 


forgotten. 
him a copy of me. 
Marcia?” 

I flushed and my gaze wavered from his. 
“I—I guess he knew how I’ve always ad- 
mired you, Hal. Somehow you’ve stood 
for all the things a man should be. I sup- 
pose every girl has a standard and you’ve 
been mine ever since I first began working 
for you.” 

Hal reached across the table and took 
my hand. “Pretty hard to live up to, but 
thanks, Marcia.” 

I tried to forget my unhappiness as we 
ate dinner. When Hal took me home I felt 
more relaxed than I had in weeks. On an 
impulse I asked him to come in for a night- 
cap. 

We sat down on the sofa together and 
after a moment, Hal put his arm around my 
shoulder. 

“This is nice—being here with you. I 
don’t think I ever realized how nice it could 
be.” 

I moved away from him a little uncom- 
fortably. But he wasn’t to be discouraged. 
“You don’t mind that, do you, Marcia? You 
like me don’t you? And I’m lonely just 
as you are. We both know what life is all 
about. We're not babies. I need you and 
you need me even if you don’t realize it 


We—” 


yet. 
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At first I was stunned because I was so 
completely unprepared for any of this. But 
then I looked into Hal’s eyes and saw the 
desire mirrored there, stark, ugly and some- 
how frightening. And it was then that I 
tried to get to my feet, upsetting my drink 
in one quick, defensive movement. The 
glass broke into small pieces but Hal 
wasn’t to be deterred. He reached out and 
held me still. 

“Don’t be a fool, Marcia,” Hal sneered. 
“Stop acting like a high school girl. You 
practically admitted you’ve always been 
in love with me.” 

I felt his mouth on mine then. He was 
hurting me, pressing his lips against my 
own, ruthlessly with fierce determination 
and purpose. Even later I could hardly re- 
member reaching out blindly to strike him 
across the face. But I must have because 
he stood there staring at me and there was 
an angry red mark across one cheek. All 
I said to him was, “I don’t love anybody 
but Paul and I never will. I let him go 
away from me because I didn’t have the 
sense to appreciate him. I thought you 
were so fine, so splendid. I had you on a 
pedestal. But you aren’t really like that 
are you? Underneath you’re just another 
man ready to take advantage of a situation. 
And ready to trade on my hero worship of 
you. I wish you’d go—and go quickly. I 
never want to see you again.” 

Hal called me up the next morning when 
I didn’t go to the office. I told him steadi- 
ly, unemotionally that I wasn’t coming back 
to work for him. 

“That’s nonsense! 
won't happen again, Marcia. 
and I—” 

“T’m sorry too.” I said coolly. “But some- 
how my standards of living have undergone 
a change.” 

* ’ The next morning I hated waking up. I 

had nothing to do and so many hours in 
which to do it. At least while I had been 
working, I could fill the minutes with 
enough routine work so that memories 
didn’t come crowding down on me. How 
could I stand being idle now? 

Shortly before dinner the bell rang. I 
went to open the door and stepped back in 
amazement and disbelief. Paul stood there 
watching me steadily as if seeking a sign 


You must know it 
I’m sorry 


that I was glad to see him. He said sloy. 


ly, “Hello, Marcia. May I come in?” 

I stood aside mechanically and P,yj 
came into the living room. His eyes neve 
left my face as he told me; “I’ve misse 
you so terribly my darling. So often | 
nearly came back to tell you that nothing 
mattered except to have you near me; that 
maybe if I tried hard enough to fit you 
pattern I could make you really love m 
But then I thought, ['ll wait! And if ['p 
successful in this venture of mine I can Pa 
to her and tell her so and she won't be bit 
ter and angry any more. Maybe she'll eye, 
understand why I had to do what I did, 
I waited, Marcia—until now. Are you go. 
ing to send me away?” 

I was crying softly and Paul went op, 
“T’m not sure I’d have the courage to come 
yet if I hadn’t seen Hal Gibbons. fe 
stopped in at the greenhouse this after. 
noon. He told me I was a fool to stay away 
any longer. He said you still loved me. |: 
that true, Marcia?” 

I went to his arms then, thankfully, joy. 
fully as though I had never been away from 
them: “Oh my darling, I haven’t ever loved 
anybody as much in the whole world. | 
should never have let you go away from me, 
I never will again,” I promised. 

There would be lots of things t 
straighten out, Paul and I. There would be 
lots of things we’d have to discuss, but | 
knew that never again would I try to map 
out his life for him. Never again would | 
be an ambitious, dictatorial wife. I'd bea 
loving, tender wife instead and give my 
husband all of my love instead of rationing 
it. 

Even as Paul kissed me tenderly I knew 
I would never tell him what had happened 
the night Hal took me to dinner. I was 
glad to know that Hal tried to make 
amends in the only way he knew how by 
sending Paul back to me. Hal had tried 
to become, for a few brief moments, the 
man I had always thought him to be. There 
was a certain gallantry about his gesture. 

I drew Paul’s face down to mine again. 
“T love you,” I whispered, “Nothing else is 
as important as that and never will be 
again.” 

And I could tell that Paul believed me. 
Because this time I had spoken the truth. 

THE END 
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two pretty brown eyes that her kid brother, 
Danny, was due in town any day. 

“You'll just love Danny, Francine,” 
Lucy told me, almost jumping up and down 
with his letter in her hand. “He’s the 
handsomest boy in the whole world.” Then 
she looked at me soberly and added slower, 
“But ’ve got to warn you, Francine, don’t 
let him talk to you. Even if he is my 
brother, you're my best friend and I 
couldn’t let you go into anything with 
Danny with your eyes closed. In a certain 
kinda way. you see, Danny’s no good. Not 
for girls anyway. He’s always had a lot 
of girls crazy about him and he believes 
in treatin’ °em any way he wants to.” 

Like I said before, I thought Lucy was a 
square about men and it was as plain as 
Truman’s intentions that she was wild 
about this Danny character and exag- 
gerated him in her mind. I was a little 
annoyed that she should insinuate that I 
would be a sucker for a handsome 
smoothie, but it was sweet of her to try to 
look out for me even if it wasn’t necessary. 
I couldn’t help voicing a tiny bit of sar- 
casm, however. 

“When does Don Juan land?” I asked. 

“Oh, Danny says he’ll be here before the 
end of the week, Lucy. Says he figures 
he'll get called by Uncle Sam within the 
next few weeks and he wants to see me. 
My landlady promised to let him have a 
room right in the same house with me. Isn’t 
it exciting?” 

Lucy’s joy was as infectious as scarlet 
fever. You couldn’t be nasty to a nice kid 
like her. 

“Sure, honey, it’s just great.” [ assured 
her, patting her shoulder. 

All day at work, whenever we took five 
minute breaks, all through the lunch period 
and on the way home, Lucy talked of noth- 
ing but Danny. By the time we parted. 
me to go to the Y and Lucy to her nearby 
boarding house. I was so sick of hearing 
about that charming brother of hers I 
would have screamed if I had turned on 
my little portable radio and heard Danny 
Kaye—and he’s my favorite funnyman. 

But even though I was bored with the 
thought of Lucy’s dreamboat brother. all 
during dinner in the Y cafeteria, I thought 
how exciting it could be if the oncoming 
Lothario hadn't been my best friend’s 
brother. He sounded just like the type of 
person I like to meet—and put in his place. 
Long ago, I had decided that cute men 
and handsome boys were a severe pain and 
80 occupied with admiring themselves that 
they never had time for a real thought. As 
for me, I went for the plain, solid type, 
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preferably with enough inferiority complex 
so that they had to make up for their lack 
of looks with a generous attitude toward 
buying theatre tickets, birthday and Christ- 
mas gifts and the like. I’d had my share 
of agreeable-looking males make overtures 
in my direction and it had become a game 
with me to lead them right up to the stage 
where breath comes hard and hopes grow 
high before I let them have the frigidaire 
treatment. 

Up in my boxlike little room, I stood in 
front of the mirror and held inspection. 
While I’m not saying I could enter a room 
and make it hard for Lena Horne, I wasn’t 
behind a tree when the Lord handed out 
good looks. I have a smooth brown com- 
plexion, the kind of hair that I don’t have 
to take to the beauty parlor and enough 
interesting curves to merit street corner 
wolf-whistles. 

I leaned forward toward the mirror, 
bared my even white teeth and said softly: 
“Come on, Danny. Come on, lover man. 
Grant took Richmond, honey, but Atlanta 
might be your Waterloo.” 

Then I got ready to dress. I had a movie 
date with an earnest young man who 
thought I was wasting away my young life 
by not promising to marry him when he 
finished his little duties at Atlanta Univer- 
sity. The more offhanded I treated him, the 
quicker he came back for more, so he was 
just what my ego needed at times. I’m 
afraid I was less civilized to the guy than 
usual because all during the movie, I kept 
trying to get a picture in my mind of this 
fabulous Danny-boy. If he had even a fair 
share of the good looks Lucy had, he’d do 
all right. You see, I didn’t know it at the 
time, but my contempt for handsome men 
was a sort of defense against my desire to 
own one. I had always tried to make fools 
out of them first before they did the same 
to me. Lurking way back in my mind was 
the racing desire that Danny would be a 
sweet kid like his sister and that he would 
like me. If I had only known that this 
was at the bottom of all my interest in him 
and that it explained my itching wish to 
treat him with cool contempt, I might have 
saved myself a lot of heartbreak, not to 
say my not too-bad reputation. 

Both to Lucy and me it seemed that the 
days dragged slowly by that week, but 
Friday morning, Lucy arrived on the job, 
breathless and waving a telegram as proud- 
ly as a cat watches its kittens lapping up 
cream. 

“He’s coming tonight, Fran,” she an- 
nounced triumphantly. “Danny’s coming 
tonight.” 

Sir Galahad’s train was pulling into the 
station at nine o’clock that evening and 
Lucy made me promise a hundred times 
that I'd meet her at eight-thirty to go meet 
the train with her. Little did she know, 
from my interested but casual manner that 
I would have been real mad at her if she 
hadn’t invited me. I was looking forward 
to meeting Danny for real, but, I told my- 
self cynically, sisters have a way of over- 
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- from the long trip. 


estimating looks and male charm when it 
belongs to their beloved brothers. Don’t 
expect too much, Fran, and you won't be 
too disappointed, I cautioned myself. 

If I was disappointed at all when Danny- 
boy swung down off the train and gathered 
Lucy up in his arms, it was because I 
hadn’t met him sooner. That young man 
was sharp as a razor’s edge. In the first 
place, he was tall, wavy-haired and smooth 
tan. He was slim, but not skinny, pleasant 
and smiling and he had a loose-swinging 
walk which said: “I know I’m great.” 

As I was catching my breath, Danny dis- 
engaged himself from Lucy’s clinging arms, 
turned to me with one of the nicest, 
crooked smiles I’d ever seen and stared 
me up and down. 

“Well,” he commented. It was a word, 
but it sounded like a whistle. 

His cool, clear, gray eyes, contrasting 
shockingly with his even brown color, shot 
an appreciative, confident look into mine. 
He turned back to his adoring sister. 

“Gosh, sis,” he said exultantly, “They 
build ’em in Atlanta, don’t they? Where'd 
you get the keen friend?” 

Lucy recovered herself to introduce me 
and, instead of a nod or a handshake in 
acknowledgement of the _ introduction, 
Danny planted a cool, but interesting kiss 
smack on my lips. He caught me by sur- 
prise. I excused myself, but even if he 
hadn’t, I don’t think I would have been in 
any mood to object. 

We took the street car, going back to 
Lucy’s house and Lucy pumped Danny 
with questions about home. She was so 
happy she didn’t even notice that his replies 
were mechanical, that her loving and lov- 
able brother was working me with every 
trick in the book and every step of the way. 
Every chance he got he flashed me the dis- 
concerting signal of those beautiful eyes or 
shocked me with the dazzling delight of his 
boyish smile. I was furious with myself 
because my heart was doing flip-flops and I 
knew I would have given anything to stroke 
the waviness of his hair. Watch yourself, 
Fran, I advised myself. This one’s really 
dangerous. 


ANNY WAS for dropping off his lug- 

gage at the house, getting a quick 
bath and heading out on the town with us, 
but Lucy insisted that he must be tired 
I wanted badly to 
shake her but I had to join in and advise 
him to be sensible. 

“I’m not paying any attention to Sis. 
She’s trying to mother me,” Danny told me 
in a kidding way, “But if you think I 
should stay in, Francine, I’ll stay in. Any- 
thing you say now because I think I’m 
gonna have some talk for you later and 
I'll be wanting your cooperation.” 

Such boldness and assurance, I told my- 
self. He was breathtaking in his conscious 
pride in his attractiveness. Yet, it didn’t 
seem so much to be conceit as confidence 
and it was a friendly sort of thing that he 
projected. Danny, I decided, was easily 


the kind who could make a slave of 
woman. He’ll never make a slave of m 
I vowed. At the same moment, I was wop, 
dering what it would be like to be hj 
slave. 

I was going to find out soon. 
know that that very same night, the firy 


I got t 


night I met Danny. When we got to th 
boarding house, we sat around and talke) 
and drank for an hour or so. Lucy wa 
tired. She had become so excited that shy 
was just knocked out. 

“Go to bed, Sis.” Danny ordered, kiss 
ing her. “I’m going to take Fran home’ 

“But how will you know how to get back 
here, Danny,” Lucy protested weakly. “Yo 
don’t know the city.” 

Danny gave her a cocky, superior look 

“There’s such things as cabs, ain} 
there?” he asked. 

“Sure there are,” I joined in impulsively 
feeling foolish the minute after. 

Lucy gave me a searching look, then 
smiled. 

“Okay, Danny,” she agreed, “But don‘ 
stay out too late and don’t get lost.” 

Walking, with deliberate slowness, the 
blocks from Lucy’s house to the Y, I dis 
covered a new and fascinating side to 
Danny. He talked seriously and sincerely 
about Lucy, how proud of her he was that 
she had shown the spunk to leave home and 
make it on her own. He admitted an in. 
mense gratitude for the times she had sent 
him money. I clung to every word he 
spoke, thinking that any fellow who 
thought so highly of his sister and loved 
her so much must be pretty decent bas 
ically. As we came within a block of the 
Y, slowly, subtly, he changed the subject. 

“Lucy’s crazy about you, Francine,” he 
said, then added significantly: “We've al- 
ways had the same kind of tastes.” 

“And what might that mean?” I prodded 
him boldly. 

We had reached the Y and were stand: 
ing inside the lobby, facing the glass 
windowed doors. 

He swung me around to him, pulling 
me over into the corner of the deserted Y 
lobby. “Not here, Danny,” I said breath 
lessly. I didn’t even have time to protest 
further even if I had wanted to. He crushed 
me to him and I felt a delicious, sinking 
feeling, the kind you get in your stomach 
in the dip of a roller coaster. Danny’s lips 
were brushing my ear. He whispered huski- 
ly. 

“It means I think I’m going to be crazy 
about you too, Pretty,” he said. 

I felt wild inside, the way I imagine a 
animal feels when caged. But I didn’t want 
to leave the heavenly prison of his arms. 
My breath came hard and the loud beat 
ing of my heart pounded, my temples 
throbbed. I looked up into Danny’s face 
and when I did, his lips came down agail 
on mine, hard on mine. I wanted to scream. 
I wanted to cry for the sheer sweetness and 
strength of him. My arms closed about 
his neck and I gave him my lips as I had 
never given them to anyone. 





li 











slave of ; 
ive of me, 
[ was Won. 
to be hi 


I got t 
» the firg 
got to the 
ind talked 
Lucy wa 
d that she 


red, kiss 
in home.” 
) get back 
kly. “Yoy 


rior look 
bs, ain’ 


pulsively 
ok, then 
Sut don't 


less, the 
Y, I dis 
side to 
sincerely 
was that 
ome and 
1 an im- 
nad sent 
vord he 
Ww who 
d loved 
ont bas- 
< of the 
subject. 
ne,” he 
e’ve al- 


rodded 


stand: 
glass. 


pulling 
rted Y 
breath- 
protest 
rushed 
inking 
omach 
r’s lips 


huski- 
crazy 


ine an 
+ walt 
arms. 
heat: 
mples 
; face 
again 
ream. 
s and 
about 
[ had 








“Oh, Danny,” I murmured, “Oh, 


Danny.” 

I was thrilled. I was happy, but I was 
scared to death for the burning message 
that kiss had given me was that Danny was 
the first man I had met who could have his 
way with me, who could make me forget 
time and space, throw discretion to the very 


winds—and laugh hysterically all the 
while. 

We walked, hand in hand, up to the 
YWCA door. We stood in front of the 


building, just looking at each other. Words, 
it seemed, were both impossible and un- 
necessary. God, make him like me like I 
like him, I was praying in my heart. 

“You know what?” Danny asked, 
ing that breath-taking, appealing smile. 
“Im gonna see you tomorrow and tomor- 
row—and every day I’m here.” 

“Yes, Danny,” I said softly. 

Then I turned and walked quickly into 
the Y. 

Upstairs in my room, I stood in front of 
my mirror and gazed at myself for a long 


smil- 


time. 
“Fran, you’re in love. You fool, 


in love with Danny,” I told my image. 

And that night I dreamed that Danny’s 
lips were brushing my ear again, that 
Danny was whispering: 

“I love you, Fran. I love you madly.” 

But there was another voice «in my 
dreams. It was the voice of Lucy, sweet, 
warning, serious. It said: “He’s no good 
in a certain kinda way. He’s had a lot of 
girls crazy about him and believes in treat- 
ing ’em rough.” 

Danny was as good as his word. The 
next night he took Lucy and me to the 
theatre, then to a club. He didn’t have 
much money and he was embarrassed when 
he explained that we’d have to go Dutch, 
but I didn’t care what happened, so long as 
I could see him again and assure myself 
that he was real. Every evening after that, 
I saw him, at first with Lucy along, then 
by himself. We walked in the park. We 
went to cheap shows. We sat in the kitchen 
of Lucy’s house late at night, talking seri- 
ously, At least, Danny talked while I lis- 
tened. It intrigued me that he could be 
so obviously the playboy and have so much 
native intelligence, could discuss so many 
subjects, not with bookish understanding, 
but with deep-down common sense and 
logic, 

But we didn’t confine ourselves to talk- 
ing. There was a physical attraction be- 
tween us magnetically powerful. Danny’s 
arms and lips, his strong, firm body, the 
appeal of his eyes and that disarming smile 
had me captivated. Watch yourself, Fran. 
You're heading for trouble, I told myself 
as our love-making became more and more 
prolonged and exciting. 

Lucy warned me too. Lucy had become 
obviously troubled about our constant as- 
sociation and, knowing her brother like a 
book and knowing me very well, she real- 
ized what was happening. 

“Remember what I 
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told you about 
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Danny, Fran.” she warned one day. “He’s 
the sweetest boy in the world but he only 
cares for himself.” 

Lucy, the square, I thought. She was 
so innocent and wide-eyed about life that 
she couldn’t even tell when a girl had 
hooked a guy. Yes, I was as certain that 
Danny belonged to me as I was that there 
was a war in Korea. 

Danny and I talked often about the war. 
Adding to the passionate tension which 
had grown up between us of wanting to be- 
long to each other completely, was the 
knowledge that any day now, he’d get word 
from home to report for induction. We tried 
to push it away from us, but we couldn't. 
And. three weeks after Danny had come 
town. the word came that he was to report 
a week later. 

Maybe I could say it was desperation 
that caused what happened. Maybe it was 
the fever of knowing that Danny would be 
leaving me soon, that he might never come 
back at all. Whatever it was. all I know is 
that one night, in the living room of Lucy’s 
house, after everyone had gone to bed. 
Danny kissed me with an intensity which 
dwarfed anything which had ever passed 
between our two lips. He held me in his 
arms with a rough tenderness. His arms 
tightened around me and now the kiss had 
become a demand. 

“Don’t, Danny. don’t,” I sighed in his 
ear. 

But I was floating on a big pink cloud 
and I heard music like a million violins ... 

I was ashamed and happy when I 
awoke from our dream of love. I knew 
we had done wrong. but now I was certain 
that our love was perfect. I knew now that 
I would never lose Danny. As we walked 
to the Y, he said: 

“You know I’m leaving day after to- 
morrow, honey?” 

“Yes,” I said expectantly. 

“Well, I'd like to ask you to wait for 
me.” 

I took a deep breath, then plunged. 

“Danny,” I asked. “Do you love me 
enough to marry me?” 

“You sweet little jackass,” he answered. 
“Of course I do.” 

“Well, Danny, why not right away, then? 
Why not before you go.” 

He was silent for what seemed long min- 
utes. Then he said hesitantly: 

“IT don’t see how we can do that, 
re 

He talked on sensibly, explaining that 
he had no future to offer me, that it would 
be better for us to wait until he came back 
home. 

I was frantic with disappointment, not 
listening to his logic, rejecting his reason- 
ing. 

“But, Danny, suppose something hap- 
pens,” I argued desperately. 

We were in front of the Y now. 

“Nothing will happen, sugar.” 
sured me, giving me the disturbing smile. 
“Nothing will happen.” 

Then he turned and was gone. 
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he as- 


‘to bed. 


He didn’t kiss me, I protested wildly to 
myself. Danny didn’t kiss me. 

The next day and up until the time his 
train left. Danny busied himself reassuring 
me that he loved me, that everything would 
turn out all right. I told myself that it was 
my imagination that made me feel he acted 
differently, that his love seemed to have 
cooled since he had made me belong to 
him in a wild, unreasoning belonging. But 
when Lucy and I went to the train with 
him. Danny told me right in front of his 
sister that he would always love me. that 
he would write constantly and that when 
he came back. we’d be happy together for 
life. Ignoring the worried look on Lucy’s 
face. I told myself I must believe in him. 
It was impossible for anyone to sound so 
sincere and not mean every word he was 
saying. 

I became completely relaxed when 
Danny’s letters started coming. He wrote 
often and interestingly about his experi- 
ences in camp and when he told us he had 
been made a corporal technician in person- 
nel at Camp Claiborne in Louisiana, Lucy 
and I acted like two perfect fools celebrat- 
ing with an ice cream and cake party at 
her house. 

The weeks rolled away and I lived only 
for Danny’s letters, ignoring the attentions 
of the fellows I had gone around with be- 
fore I met him. I opened an account at a 
local bank and began religiously saving 
part of my salary, stinting on buying new 
clothes. I planned to have a small nest egg 
for Danny and me when we got married. 

But one day. several months after Danny 
left, disaster struck. I was working at my 
machine when a dizzying nauseating feel- 
ing came over me. It had happened several 
times in the past few days, but never with 
such impact. I felt sick and weak and, 
suddenly. I collapsed on the floor in a dead 
faint. 

I came to a little later in the office of 
the company doctor. The doctor was look- 
ing at me gravely. 

“How long have you been pregnant?” 
he demanded. 

My whole world seemed to go crazy 
around me. I felt that I was going to slip 
into a faint again. Danny. my whole being 
cried out. Danny, I knew something would 
happen. 

Lucy took me home to the Y and put me 
I was feverish and afraid. I wan- 
dered off into fitful sleep. When I awoke, 
Lucy was sitting by my side. She had been 
crying. 

“Oh, Lucy,” I said. 

She nodded numbly. 

“What am I going to do?” I asked her 
desperately. “I can’t stay in Atlanta and 
Everyone at 
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have a baby just like that. 
the factory knows about it already.” 

“You just stay home a few days, honey,” 
Lucy told me reassuringly. “ll write 
Danny right away and tell him. He'll know 
what to do.” 

Divided between listlessness and terror, 
I spent the next week in my room. I 


dreaded facing the girls on the job, hearing 
their whispers behind my back. Lucy was 
attention itself, stopping by to see me every 
evening after work, encouraging me. 

“We'll hear from Danny soon,” she told 
me but the little gnawing doubt in my hear 
had its reflection in her troubled eyes. At 
the end of the week. Lucy and I stopped 
kidding ourselves and each other. Danny 
wasn’t going to write. After my wild hys. 
terical sobbing fit was over and after I had 
felt thoroughly sorry for myself, even go. 
ing so far as to gaze reflectively out of my 
window, down, seven stories down into the 
street below, wondering how it would be 
to take one deep breath and plunge, I came 
back to my senses. 

I made a decision. Right or wrong, my 
mind was made up. I was going to go to 
Danny since he wouldn’t come to me. He 
loves me, I told myself. He’s just scared, 
I told Lucy what I planned that evening 
when she came by. I wasn’t prepared for 
her reaction. 

“Oh, no, Fran, you can’t do that,” she 
protested, her soft eyes glowing with fear 
and horror. “You’ve been hurt enough al- 
ready. You mustn’t let yourself be hurt 
more. You think you know Danny, but you 
don’t. He can be just as hard and cold and 
hurting as he can be sweet. I told you, 
Fran, before he came. I warned you.” 

In my desperation, I turned angrily on 
Lucy. I accused her of trying to protect 
and shield her precious brother. I spoke 
bitter words of resentment against her dey- 
astating reminder that she had warned me 
that Danny was “no good.” I called her a 
square who knew nothing about life and 
love. 

“Danny’s mine, Fran,” I shrieked. “He's 
mine and I’m going to fight for him.” 

None of her tears or protestations could 
sway me. My mind was made up. The 
next day I went to the bank and withdrew 
my carefully hoarded savings, packed my 
clothes and bought a one-way ticket to 
Alexandria, Lousiana. The rhythm of the 
train rocking me closer and closer to my 
sweet Danny chanted soothingly: “It’s 
gonna be okay. It’s gonna be okay.” ~ 

But when I got off at the little station 
in the early gray morning, I felt anything 
but jubilation. I got a cab and the sleepy 
driver told me I could find accommoda- 
tions at “Miss Barnes” on Lee Street. Miss 
Barnes’ place turned out to be a gloomy- 
looking apartment over a dingy liquor store 
and Miss Barnes herself, a shoddy, suspi- 
cious-looking woman of middle-age, who de- 
manded a week’s rent in advance. She 
grudgingly fixed breakfast for me, hot 
sausages, eggs and some of the blackest, 
muddiest coffee I’d ever seen—but surpris- 
ingly good. I was in fine shape now, hav- 
ing unpacked and settled in my room. | 
had wanted to be settled in Alexandria be- 
fore I phoned Danny. Now I was ready. 
My heart pounding at the thought of hear- 
ing his voice once more, I went into a dirty 
little candy shop on the corner and phoned 
the camp. It seemed ages before they could 





-_=- of © *® 


CC - — 





hearing 
uCY Was 
ne every 
e. 
she told 
ny heart 
yes. At 
stopped 

Danny 
‘ild hys. 
er I had 
VEN go. 
it of my 
into the 
ould be 


I came 


ong, my 
0 £0 to 
ne. He 
scared, 
evening 
red for 


it,”” she 
ith fear 
ugh al. 
ye hurt 
put you 
rid and 
ld you, 
rily on 
protect 

spoke 
er dey- 
ied me 
1 her a 


fe and 
“He's 


- could 

The 
hdrew 
ed my 
ket to 
of the 
to my 
“Tt’s 
station 
ything 
sleepy 
moda- 
. Miss 
oomy- 
* store 
suspi- 
ho de- 

She 

hot 
ckest, 
rpris- 
, hav- 
m. | 
ia be 
eady. 
hear- 
dirty 
1oned 


sould 





locate Danny, but it was worth all the sus- 
pense when I heard his voice on the other 
end. My joy was short-lived for Danny 
called into the phone: 

“Hello, Penny, how’s my baby today?” 

I was speechless with disbelief and 
shock. Penny! Danny had another girl. 
Danny, my Danny with the sweet crooked 
grin and the insistent mouth. 


“Danny,” I almost screamed into the 
phone. “This isn’t Penny, Danny. This is 
Fran.” 


Time seemed to tick away as only silence 
came from the other end of the line. Then 
Danny spoke again. His voice was hesitant 
and low. ; 

“Fran!” he exclaimed. “Are you calling 
all the way from Atlanta?” 

“No, darling, I’m here, right here, in 
Alexandria, on Lee Street,” I said eagerly. 
It didn’t matter to me how many other 
girls Danny had if only I could see him 
again, feel his lips on mine, hear his words, 
soft words in my ears. 

“You shouldn’t a come, Fran,” Danny 
said bitterly. “You shouldn’t a come. 
There’s nothin’ I can do. Nothin’.” 

“But, Danny,” I pleaded. “I’ve got to 
see you. You know what happened Danny. 
I've got to see you.” 

Reluctantly and after much begging and 
pleading on my part, Danny agreed to 
come to town that evening to Miss Barnes’ 
apartment. I made sure he had the correct 
address, hung up and went back upstairs 
to my room to try to get some sleep and 
freshen up. As I lay for hours on the old- 
fashioned bed, I could only think about 
Penny, Danny’s new girl. 

I had plenty of time to think—all that 
day and all night long. For Danny didn’t 
come. A hateful, noisy old-type alarm 
clock rattled away the anxious minutes on 
the worn dresser and finally, at midnight, 
the dam broke inside and great sobs of 
hurt came tearing out of me. I had never 
felt so alone in my life. It seemed I would 
suffocate and die between those four drab 
walls and when, aroused by my crying, 
Miss Barnes came into my room looking 
sympathetic, I broke down and confessed 
the whole story to her. When I had fin- 
ished, she said: 

“Don’t be a fool, girlie. You can make 
him support your baby. Just go to the Red 
Cross or the camp and they'll straighten 
out your smart alec soldier.” 

“But, I don’t want support or the Red 
Cross or anything but Danny,” I insisted, 
crying harder. 

Miss Barnes finally persuaded me to 
tty to go to sleep and to “think what 
you're going to do” in the morning. I don’t 
know how I ever closed my swollen eyes 
and drifted off to sleep, but I did, to dream 
fitful dreams of Danny, Penny and me, all 
confused, all horribly mixed up. 

The next morning, bolstered by a good 
meal and the kindly advice of Miss Barnes, 
I put another plan into action. I phoned 
Danny and, trying to keep my voice busi- 
ness-like, I told him that if he didn’t come 





to see me, I was going to come to camp 
and report everything to his officers. That 
worked. That evening a shamefaced Danny 
knocked on Miss Barnes’ door. Listening 
intently as Miss Barnes let him in, I forced 
myself to sit calmly in a chair as she di- 
rected him to my room. But when I saw 
him come in the door, handsomer even than 
I remembered him, nothing could keep me 
out of his arms and nothing could stop the 
tears from flowing again. 

“Oh, Danny,” I cried. 
be so mean to me?” 

Danny patted me on the back, ran his 
fingers through my hair just as he used to 
do back in Atlanta. 

“I’m sorry, Fran,” he told me. “I didn’t 
mean to act like a heel, but I’ve been try- 
ing to figure out what to do. Been think- 
ing how I could get enough money so we 
can straighten you out before it’s too late.” 

I wrenched out of his arms and looked 
straight into his eyes. It couldn’t be true. 
But it was. Danny wanted me to have an 
operation, to get rid of our child. He 
wanted me to murder an unborn baby. 

“You mean you don’t want me, don’t 
want to marry me, Danny,” I demanded 
piteously. 

All his shamefacedness disappeared. An- 
noyance shot across his face. 

“Don’t be silly, sweetheart,” he scoffed. 
“What have I got to get married on? An- 
swer me that. Best thing is to get a doctor 
and settle this mess once and for all.” 

I guess the tragedy and hurt in my face 
must have been too much for Danny after 
he said that. I didn’t even have tears in 
me any longer, only a dull, aching empti- 
ness and it showed on my face and in the 
defeated droop of my shoulders. He pulled 
me back to him, close to him and whis- 
pered. 

“T didn’t mean it, sugar. I’m just worried 
as I can be. We'll get married. We'll get 
married next month, soon as I can get a 
little money together.” 

I was weak in his arms and weaker still 
when he ground his mouth down on mine in 
a maddening, demanding kiss which made 
me forget every heartache his love had 
brought me. Everything was going to be 
all right now, just like the train rhythm 
had told me. Everything was going to be 
all right. There was just one doubt in my 
mind. I couldn’t keep it to myself. 

“Who’s Penny, Danny?” I asked jealous- 
ly. 

“Penny, oh, she’s my best buddy’s girl. 
He’s on furlough and she calls me every 
other day or so to see if I’ve heard from 
him,” Danny explained quickly. 

A great relief swelled inside of me. I 
threw my arms around Danny’s neck and 
my quick sharp breath, the pressure of my 
lips told him I was his forever. The throb- 
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bing love dream we had created in Atlanta 
possessed us once again and I was power- 
less to thwart it. 

I lived in my dream world again, my 
dream world with Danny for a thrilling 
seeing him every night. 


The 


two weeks, 
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only false note was his insistence that I go 
back to Atlanta and wait for him to come 
for me after the month was up. I argued 
that it would be a waste of money to do 
that and he insisted that he didn’t want 
me staying in the kind of surroundings I 
was living in. I had no idea of not trust- 
ing Danny. but something told me to cling 
to him now that I had him again. 

We took long walks. went to cheap shows 
and had fun on a very conservative budget. 

“We mustn’t waste any money, hon,” I 
told him happily. “We'll need every cent.” 

I worried some about the fact that Danny 
was different. He seemed more preoc- 
cupied, not his old gay self. All that would 
be different. I was sure after we had gotten 
settled down and I became his legally. 

There wasn’t much to do in hot, lazy 
\lexandria. but every weekend, there were 
USO dances at a nearby canteen. Every 
weekend I begged Danny to take me to the 
USO but, for some reason, he never would 
agree. One Saturday afternoon, Danny 
phoned me to say he wouldn’t be seeing me 
that evening. 

“Why. honey?” I asked, disappointed. 

“You see. I'm on duty tonight at the USO 
club. Every so often some of us help out 
around there and tonight’s my turn.” 

“Can’t I come. Danny?” I asked. 

“Oh, no. sugar.” he objected quickly. 
“You see, I'll be behind the snack counter 
working and it wouldn’t be any fun for 
you.” 

He was adamant to all my arguments. 

“Be good and I'll see you tomorrow,” he 
promised. 

I really intended to stay home that night 
but boredom gripped me. I turned the 
radio off and on. tried to settle down with 
a book and couldn't. Suddenly, I couldn’t 
stand it any longer. being alone in the 
house. I made a decision. Whether Danny 
got angry or not. I was going to the USO. 
It was only a few blocks. I’d just stop in 
and say hello and maybe he’d be glad to 
see me and want me to stay. I dressed care- 
fully, preparing to make myself look so 
attractive that Danny would forget that I 
had disobeyed him. 

As I turned the corner, a block from 
the canteen, I began to feel excited and 
happy. the way I always felt when I was 
going to see Danny. Suddenly I saw him. 
No, not in the canteen. I was half a block 
from the canteen when I recognized his 
back. Danny was standing outside the USO 
up against the building. There was a girl in 
his arms. Slowly. I crept up on them. 

“But Penny,” I heard him say. “Honey, 
don’t be like that. I haven’t been able to 
get around lately. Not because of anyone 
You know you're the only one. Be 
sweet, Penny. honey. You know I’ve only 
got a few more days before I leave camp.” 

I thought my heart would burst. My head 
was swimming, but the worst was yet to 
come. Penny! That was the name of the 
girl Danny had lied about—saying she was 
his buddy’s sweetheart. 

“T still don’t understand why you had to 
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ask to be shipped overseas.” I heard the 
girl say in an aggrieved voice. 

“T can’t explain,” Danny answered. “It’s 
just one of those things. You'll have to 
trust me. I got into a mess about some- 
thing and I’ve got to get away for a while. 
But, darling. P'll be back before long and 
when I do come back, it’s you and me for 
the old altar.” 

In a trance, with hot and cold dizzying 
waves settling over me. I saw Danny take 
the girl in his arms, crush her close. I 
heard a low, little moan escape her as their 
bodies fused in the unreal semi-darkness. 
Then a blind rage came over me. Fool that 
I was. I wasn’t so mad at Danny as I was 
at the girl who had taken him from me. 
who swayed right in front of me in his 
arms. She had been the reason Danny 
had lied to me, the reason he hadn’t an- 
swered my letters. Perhaps she was the 
reason he was trying to run out on me now. 
I sprang forward with all the fury of a 
young tigress. I pushed myself in between 
my startled, two-timing Danny and the girl 
and got a good. tight grip on her hair. 

“Take my man will you, you cheap little 
hussy!” I cried between gritted teeth. I 
yanked her head back and tightened my 
grip on her hair. 

Then I drew back my hand and slapped 
her face as hard as I could. Once, twice, 
three times, a hot satisfaction pouring 
inside of me as I connected and heard her 
scream with pain. As I was about to swing 
a fourth time I heard Danny’s angry voice. 

“You little fool,” I heard him say. Then 
I felt a cruel blow land on the side of my 
face and I staggered back and slumped to 
the ground. I felt a sharp pain and it 


- wasn’t only caused by Danny’s hitting me. 


I went out like a neon in the morning. 

But I wasn’t out completely. I was con- 
scious enough to hear the words that began 
bringing me to my senses—for good. Danny 
was talking. 

“Penny, Penny. don’t cry, honey,” he 
was saying. “This chick is crazy.” 

It was Penny’s words which made my 
heart stand still and my sick, grief-crazed 
mind began to function. She was speak- 
ing slowly. 

“T don’t blame her, Darmy,” Penny was 
saying. “I don’t blame her and I don’t 
blame the other two girls who’ve tried to 
beat me up in the last month because of 
You’re no good, Danny. absolutely 
no good. Maybe getting my head whipped 
tonight will teach me the lesson I need— 
to keep away from you.” 

“But, honey,” Danny protested. 

“No, Danny, it’s no good. I’m through,” 
I heard Penny say calmly, decisively. 

Someone walked away then and the next 
minute Penny was bending over me as I lay 
on the sidewalk. 

“C’mon, make yourself get up,” she was 
saying in a kind voice. “It’s just you and 
me here. Two fools together, honey. Get 
up and come on over to my place. It’s 
right across the street. We'll get you 
straightened out.” 


I summoned up a big effort and obeyed 
her, wondering and shamed by her kind. 
ness. We crossed the street slowly to g 
small, run-down wooden house that was as 
ancient as it was neatly kept. Penny turned 
on the light switch in the hall and ye 
turned and looked at each other’s messed. 
up faces. Neither one of us felt like 
laughing but we did laugh—right there jp 
the hall, laughed at the foolish expression 
on each other’s face. 

Penny took me into the shabby living 
room and we sat down and talked. She was 
acute, dark brownskinned girl and had q 
job as a clerk for a trucking firm. She'd 
met Danny about six weeks ago and he had 
strung her along with his precious line, 
Every time she had turned around, another 
girl was coming along wanting to jump on 
her for taking Danny away. Penny had be. 
gun to realize that Danny was a philanderer, 
pure and simple, who lived on the excite. 
ment he could create in all the admirers 
he could find. But she had tried to close 
her eyes to that. 

“When you hit me tonight, even though 
it hurt plenty, something made me feel 
that Danny had given you a real reason 
to feel he was yours,” Penny said. “Then 
when I saw him smack you down, trying 
to show off in front of me and make things 
right with me, I said to myself—maybe, 
some day he'll do the same thing to me.” 

I told Penny my story. She listened 
closely, then shook her head sympathet- 
ically. 

“Gosh, you did play the part of sucker, 
didn’t you, honey?” she said. “Well. best 
thing for you to do is to make up your 
mind that you’re better off without a heel 
like that. Best thing for you to do is to 
go right on back home and start getting to 
work making him support that kid that’s 
coming along.” 

Penny took me back to my temporary 
Lee Street home, helped me pack and saw 
me to the station. Her kindness touched 
me, but, of course, I was positive I was 
going to die for want of Danny. 

“You'll get over it,” Penny promised me 
as I boarded the Atlanta-bound train. 

She was right. That tremendous ego 
which belongs to me began working on me. 
making me find someone to blame for my 
own foolishness. And that someone was 
Danny. The empty ache in my heart for 
him gave way to a burning hatred and de- 
sire for revenge. One of these days I'm 
going to get that revenge too. Because 
Danny’s son is a perfect little replica of his 
dad—on the outside. I don’t think he’s go- 
ing to be like Danny on the inside because 
my whole life is going to be devoted to 
bringing him up right, bringing him up to 
be the kind of person who won’t go around 
looking for people to hurt. I say my whole 
life will be devoted to that. Well, really. 
I mean part of my life. You see, some of 
my life is going to be dedicated to making 

someone else happy. Remember the At 
lanta University student I used to play for 
a sucker, the one who kept asking me 0 
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become his fiance. Well, his name is Clay 
—Clay Hartman and he still wants to 
marry me. I broke down and told him the 
whole story about Danny and me and Clay 
smiled and said: 

“Gee, I’d like to shake that heel’s hand. 
If he hadn’t acted so rotten, maybe I'd 
never had a break with you. Let’s bring 
up the kid to be so great that some day 
Danny will see him and eat his heart out 
for him.” 

That’s just what we’re going to do, Clay 
and I. I learned it the rugged way, but | 





learned my lesson well. I know now that 
it pays to keep yourself pure and decent 
even when love becomes atomic. There’s 
fewer regrets that way and if you do get 
two-timed, you don’t feel like you’ve lost 
everything precious. I’m not going to say 
I love Clay with the fiery passion I once 
had for Danny. That kind of feeling 
doesn’t come along twice in a lifetime. I 
will say though that I’d rather have one 
Clay 
Gls. 


two-timing handsome 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


kept elbowing me. I told him, “Man, jump 
down on that elbow play. I got meat on my 
sides. Don’t do that!” 

“Pick up, Diz,” he spieled out of the 
side of his mouth as he waited for a break 
to blow some more horn, “Pick up on that 
little plate of salad standing by the band- 
stand near the piano.” 

Well, I haven’t promised nobody I 
wouldn’t look. I did and man, you’ve never 
seen anything until you see this little 18- 
year-older. She looked like she just stepped 
out of the pressure cooker onto the platter. 
lalmost messed up a phrase I was playing 
in | Can’t Get Started. Her eyes were 
peeled right on me. Everything I did I 
could feel her eyes digging me up and 
down. I knew right then that something 
was going to happen, so I nudged Milt 
Jackson, my vibe and piano man and he 
caught on right away. I waded back 
through the reeds and brass sections and 
jumped off the bandstand and hustled to a 
phone in the dressing room. I called the 
hotel and told Lorraine to hurry on down 
to the dance as soon as she could. I kept 
the band on for over an hour and a half 
and the cats were grumbling and looking 
at their watches mad, as they could be. 
They were supposed to be off long ago. 
But I held them up there until Lorraine 
came. In the meantime, this chick was 
still standing there watching and listen- 
ing. When I got back on, she was still 
digging me and [ got more nervous than 
ever. I knew that if I ever came off she’d 
be on me like white on rice and I wanted 
some protection. No. I had never seen 
her before, but Dr. Gillespie knows the 
symptoms. That chick was hanging around 
for only one thing: she wanted Dizzy 
Gillespie! Don’t ask me why. I just 
figure it out. I’ve been in this business so 
long I know the indications wherever they 
may show up. 

When I looked out in the audience and 
saw Lorraine finally coming through the 
crowd, I figured I was safe and we went 
into our last chorus. I jumped off the 
stand to go to Lorraine but the chick 
jumped right in front of me. “Oh, Dizzy,” 
she said like she was going to swoon, “I 
waited and waited for you to come off—” 

“Yes, baby,” I said, “I had to come off 
to meet my wife. What’s your name?” 
She looked up, got a load of Lorraine 





and I never saw her again. She must have 
gone through the floor. Do I know her? 
Do you? Had I seen her before? Had 
you? She was just one of a thousand and 
one chicks I’ve seen in Paris, Stockholm, 
Raleigh, Boston, Detroit, Los Angeles, Chi- 
cago, Birmingham, and Wichita. All of 
‘em are just alike. They stand around and 
moon and wait for a chance to jump into 
your arms. If you don’t-drop ’em, man, 
they belong to you. And I mean you! I 
drop ’em everywhere I go, let ‘em hit the 
floor with a heavy bump. They limp off 
and don’t come back anymore. 

Lorraine and I are enough for one an- 
other. She’s studying commercial art at the 
American School on West 56th Street in 
New York and she’s very busy with her 
work. She knows she doesn’t have to worry 
about me. That’s why she’s been able to de- 
sign so many wonderful household things 
in only eight months. She plays piano and 
she helps me compose. She wrote the words 
for Say Eh, and to several other songs. 

To tell the truth, I feel sorry for those 
bandleaders and musicians we all know 
who marry women who work all day and 
half the night being policewomen, private 
eyes, sleuths, shadows, lone rangers and 
peek-a-boo-I-see-yous, where their old men 
are concerned. I don’t know how half of 
them can blow a note, worried as they 
would be by that kind of wife. Women 
who can’t help their husbands bring in a 
nickel toward paying the rent man, the 
grocery man, the finance man and all the 
others who have their hands stuck out for 
a little taste every week or every month, 
keep up more “Who Struck John” than 
the man that really hit ol’ John. 

If more women got with the program 
and realized that all the little chicks that 
chase musicians and show people are the 
same ones whose nickels, dimes, quarters 
and cholly-notes “pay them dues,” as Babs 
says, you'd hear better music, you wouldn’t 
find so many cats blowing their lids and 
their wives would have time to 
cook some real good grub at home instead 
of having their fingers wrapped around 
can-openers all the time. 

I'm going to stick with Lorraine and 
she’s going to stick with me, I hope, be- 
cause she knows me so well I’m afraid to 


more 


trust myself with anybody else—even if 
she should make the mistake and cut me 


Oolya Salaam! THE END 
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On the Records 


(Continued from Page 6) 


Fletcher Henderson. Benny Goodman, 
Coleman Hawkins, and Jack Teagarden. 

The anthology opens with her 1923 debut 
song, Down Hearted Blues, made when she 
was 17 and singing in an Alabama honky- 
tonk where she had been discovered by 
Frank Walker. then Columbia’s recording 
director. He brought her to New York, got 
her ready for her first session. In those 
days records were made by the acoustical 
method in which the sound was picked up 
by large horns and the singer sang through 
a megaphone. Like Mamie Smith, Bessie 
found no need for the megaphone and her 
rich, full-tones were ideal for the conditions 
under which Down Hearted Blues was 
made. 

Fletcher Henderson’s orchestra including 
Louis Armstrong on trumpet, backs Bessie 
in the first volume of the series. Entitled 
Bessie Smith, with Louis Armstrong, the 
volume has a variety of songs including 
St. Louis Blues, Cold in Hand Blues, Care- 
less Love Blues, Jailhouse Blues, and 
You’ve Been a Good Ole Wagon. Volume 
II, called “Blues to Barrelhouse,” features 
Weeping Willow Blues, Gimme a Pigfoot 
(recorded in 1933 with Frankie Newton, 
Chu Berry, Teagarden, Billy Taylor, Buck 
Washington of Buck and Bubbles and 
Bobby Johnson) ; and New Orleans Hop 
Scop Blues. 

Volume III highlights Bessie singing 
The Yellow Dog Blues, accompanied by 
Buster Bailey, Charlie Dixon, Kaiser Mar- 
shall, Joe Smith, Charlie Green, Coleman 
Hawkins; Young Woman’s Blues, After 
You’ve Gone, and Muddy Water. 

J.C. Johnson’s classic, Empty Bed Blues, 
is heard in Volume IV, which features her 
recordings with accompaniment by James 
P. Johnson on piano and Charlie Green on 
trombone. Others are the famous Back 
Water Blues, recorded on Feb. 17, 1927, 
with Johnson at the piano, Send Me to the 
*Lectric Chair, and Shipwreck Blues. Clar- 
ence Williams’ piano and Louis Bacon’s 
trumpet are heard on this one. Empty Bed 
Blues, Parts 1 and 11, find her accom- 
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panied on piano by the late blues cop, 
poser, Porter Grainger, who made many 
record dates with her, played for her jy 
night clubs and theaters. 

Born in Chattanooga, Tenn., aroun; 
1900, Bessie had a meteoric career in which 
she learned to use her voice from th 
famous Gertrude Malissa Nix (Ma) 
Rainey; played the southern carnival anj 
minstrel show wheels; reached Broadway 
for one short engagement, a three-day 
Connie’s Inn stint in 1928 in which sh 
was forced to do mammy routines in cp 
tume. She failed to catch on again after; 
period of excesses in riotous living, wa 
killed in an automobile crash. Sept. 9%, 
1937, near her native State of Tennessee 
just below Clarksdale, Miss.. south of the 
Tennessee state line on the main road ty 
Memphis. She died from loss of blood 
from a severed right arm sustained in the 
accident after a hospital refused to admi 
her because she was a Negro. 

Those record fans who take pride in 
possessing the unusual on wax will be 
sure they have this set of discs for littk 
else has been done to preserve the work: 
of one of the greatest of Negro artists. 

* * * 

Recorp oF THE Monto: MGM’s Busy 
Line, ’ll Never Fail You, with the terrific 
Billy Williams Quartet sounding off on the 
old novelty-pleaser with an orchiestra con- 
ducted by the capable LeRoy Holmes. You 
hear some hilarious effects of the rest of the 
quartet as Billy wrings everything from 
the amusing lyrics of Busy Line. The te. 
verse is a ballad which has been well-t- 
ceived by television fans and the Williams 
outfit does nothing here to detract from 
that reception... MGM’s Id Like to 
Baby You, Grand Central Station, with 
Robert Q. Lewis singing and narrating in 
front of a wonderful beat by the Holmes 
orchestra, make for better listening fare 

. RECOMMENDED: Chess’ How Many 
More Years howled up a plenty by the 
Howling Wolf ... Specialty’s So Alone 
by the inimitable Joe (Honeydripper) 
Liggins . . . Atlantic’s Fool, Fool, Fool, 
by the on-coming Clovers . . . United’ 
Because of You as alto-saxed by the sense 
tional Tab Smith. 
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Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 10) 


yill call this a more impressive personal 
magnetism period. 

Those who have delayed marriage 
should now encounter inducements 
yhich will excite their emotions and 
kindle their confidence and _ interest. 
Persons of mature years who have let 
marriage slip by for one reason or an- 
other can come out into the open and 
give vent to their romantic leanings. The 
stage is set and the time appropriate. 

February 10 and 11 bring the full 
moon romantic high tide into manifes- 
tation. Especially-selected dates for en- 
gagements or marriages are the 4th, 19th 
and 20th. Dates to avoid are the 7th 
and 8th. The love-romance-marriage 
ray of Venus is well directed to birth- 
days of Taurus, Virgo, Scorpio, Capri- 
con and Pisces. Capricorn birthdays 
receive the Venusian spotlight up to the 
19th. The first three weeks show added 
stimulation for platonic attachments and 
romances. Cancer and Scorpio birth- 
days now feel the romantic stimulation 
of the planet Uranus and Mars. 

Number combinations in the path of 
good luck and fortune in February are 
1,7, and 8. Also: 4, 6, and 9; 1, 3, and 
4: 1, 5, and 8. 

My selection of the days which are 
more favorable according to the plane- 
tary vibrations in February is as follows: 

Aries—1, 2, 3, 7, 9, 12, 14, 18, 25, 28. 

Taurus—1, 3, 7, 11, 21, 24, 25, 27. 

Gemini—4, 6, 8, 11, 14, 15, 23, 26, 28. 

Cancer—2, 5, 7, 8, 16, 18, 21, 25, 27. 

Leo—4, 9, 11, 14, 15, 16, 20, 25, 29. 


Virgo—9, 11, 12, 15, 18, 19, 21, 26, 
28. 

Libra—4, 9, 10, 14, 19, 22, 23, 27, 29. 

Scorpio—6, 9, 12, 14, 17, 18, 22, 25, 
28. 

Sagittarius—9, 10, 15, 18, 19, 23, 27. 


Capricorn—1, 4, 11, 12, 17, 19, 21, 27. 
Aquarius—4, 5, 9, 14, 19, 23, 25, 29. 
Pisces—2, 6, 10, 11, 19, 23, 25, 29. 
Do you know the sign of the Zodiac 
under which you were born? If not, 
this information will be supplied you by 
sending a self-addressed, stamped en- 
velope to Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, III. 
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Comb Away 
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You don’t need to tolerate gray, faded, burnt 
hair any longer. Newly improved JET BLACK 
COLORING POMADE does the trick with your 
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bring new highlights and sheen. Makes the hair 
look livelier, gleams. Makes you look younger. 
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cent back if you are not delighted. SEND NO 
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rub off. Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
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I 
Wanted 
A 
Thrill 
(Continued from Page 25) 


brate my birthday come hell or high water! 

So when Carol phoned late that morn- 
ng. | was ready for anything. Her invi- 
tation. even though it was to join her on 
an “errand of mercy,” seemed to be 
heaven-sent as I halted my nervous pacing 
to answer the telephone. 

“Carol. you’re a life saver!” I gushed 
nto the phone. “You’ve no idea how des- 
perate I was. I'll be over as soon as I can 
vet dressed.” 

Carol’s gay. throaty laugh sounded over 
the wire. “Goodness! You do sound des- 
perate. Jane,” she said. “Hurry on over 
ind Carol will see what she can do about 
it. But. darling—” she hesitated for a 
moment. “Put on something sort of sim- 
ple and not too revealing, hunh? We don’t 
want to make any other people desperate.” 

[ puzzled over this remark as I hurriedly 
slipped into a plain jersey dress and got 
the car out of the garage. As I drove 
through the streets of our fair-sized mid- 
western city I reflected on how much I had 
come to depend upon Carol Haines for 
companionship. Carol was a_ strikingly 
beautiful widow of 35, intelligent and 
wordly-wise, and I preferred being with her 
to women my own age. Perhaps I felt 
drawn to her because in a sense. I was a 
widow, too. Secretly, I hoped to acquire 
some of her sophistication and calm ac- 
ceptance of life and much to Don’s annoy- 
ance. I had already adopted some of her 
mannerisms. 

“Just be yourself, Janie.” he’d say. 
“You're sweet and uncomplicated. That’s 
why I married you!” 

My reasons for marrying Don had be- 
come more and more a source of wonder 
lately. There was ten years difference in 
our ages, certainly not a problem in itself. 
In fact, it was Don’s quiet maturity that 
had appealed to me from the start. He 
gave me a sense of security and protection 
that was emphasized in his big. rugged 
frame. He was good looking by any 
standard and I was proud to have him 
beside me anywhere we went out together. 

Often I had tried to analyze my discon- 
tent with my husband. He wasn’t old. ex- 
cept perhaps to a 2l-year-old bride who 
had been spending too much time alone; 
he wasn’t dull and stolid. except to a girl 
denied the constant attention she craved. 
{nd while I never put these complaints 
into words, I can’t deny they were some- 
where back in my mind as I set out with 
Carol on her adventure that afternoon. 

We had lunched together and she told 
me all about her latest interest—rehabili- 
tating prisoners. 


oP 


o 
oO 





“You mean we're going to a jail?” I 
asked in shocked tones. 

Carol nodded, enjoying my astonishment. 
“You see, it’s part of a new experiment.” 
she explained as we sipped tea in her im- 
maculate kitchen. “The warden at county 
jail has picked a group of men who have 
served all but a few weeks of their sen- 
tences. Once a week they’re allowed to 
have visitors in the recreation hall. My 
social club is one of the organizations co- 
operating with the plan.” 

“Oh. I understand.” I said. “It sort of 
prepares the men for going back into nor- 
mal life.” 

She nodded. her lustrous eyes critically 
examining me. “Yes, they need that adjust- 
ment. Some of them have been cooped up 
behind bars for two and three years and 
they’ve got to learn all over again how to 
get along with people.” 

Her slim. manicured hands 
down her dress against the rounded curves 
of her thighs. “Can you imagine what it’s 
like for a man to be denied the sight of 
a woman for months and months? That’s 
why I advised you to wear something 
plain.” 

Involuntarily. I blushed. I'd worn some- 
thing simple, all right. but the jersey ma- 
terial clung to my figure and seemed to 
accentuate my youthful charms. Yet. I ex- 
perienced a pleasant sensation at the 
thought of men casting admiring glances 
at me. What woman doesn’t like to be 
admired? 


smoothed 


SHORT time later, Carol and I, along 
with the other clubwomen. were gath- 
ered in the warden’s office. As he explained 
the purpose of our visit and told us the 
rules to be observed. I furtively studied 
the rest of the group. It was obvious that 
I was the youngest woman there. while 
Carol was the most glamorous. despite her 
severe hairdo and unadorned black suit. 
The others were matronly women who 
spent their spare time at orphan homes 
and hospital charity wards. doing good to 
compensate for some lack in their lives or 
because they were naturally kind-hearted. 
After the brief lecture. the warden led 
us through the bare grey corridors to the 
recreation hall. Because I was the newest 
member of the group. I tailed along be- 
hind. I was overwhelmed by the grimness 
of the prison, fascinated by the unexpected 
cleanliness—freshly painted iron bars. 
newly scrubbed concrete floors. and the 
row upon row of tiny cells. 

The inmates stood at the door, their 
hands gripping the bars, their eyes follow- 
ing us. They said nothing. but their silence 
was more eloquent than a chorus of wolf 
whistles. They literally devoured us with 
their looks. Seeing them there like caged 
animals, noticing the hunger in_ their 
gleaming eyes as they watched our every 
move, gave me a prickly feeling along my 
spine. I quickened my pace to catch up 
with the others. 

Inside the hall, a row of prisoners, their 
faded blue denim uniforms spotlessly 


clean, sat on one side of a long table. At 
each end were two burly guards. ceaseless. 
ly swinging their long clubs. Timidly | 
took a seat in the center of the table and 
found myself opposite a stubby little man 
with greying temples. The pitiful look jn 
his eyes embarrassed me and I fumbled 
with the package in my lap. Like the 
other women, I'd brought along candy, 
cigarettes and games to pass out among 
the prisoners. 

When I glanced up. my little man was 
no longer seated opposite me. He was a 
couple of chairs further down. and in his 
place was a very tall young man, hand. 
some and virile. His dark eyes had a sad, 
tormented expression, but at the same time 
looked at me with a boldness that fright. 
ened me a little. I noticed that while most 
of the inmates wore penitent expressions, 
as if to prove that they had learned their 
lesson and were ready for parole. the man 
across the table from me appeared rebel. 
lious and devoid of all humility. 

“T’'m Jack Thorne.” he explained with 
a tight-lipped smile. “I traded places with 
‘Pop’ because I think you’re the only one 
here who can help me.” 

I dropped my eyes and murmured. “We 
brought these things for you—what kind 
of cigarettes do you like?” 

He waved his hand impatiently. “Thanks, 
but I got smokes. We use cigarettes here 
for money, and I'm rich.” 

“Then how about some candy?” I asked, 
wanting to get it over with. and at the 
same time fascinated by something about 
him. 

He leaned across the table. lowering his 
voice, and said. “I’m not like these other 
jailbirds—I know. everyone says that but 
I really don’t belong here!” 

“But, why—” His words startled me. 

“IT was framed!” he said bitterly. “I’ve 
got to get out of here on parole so I can 
clear my name. That’s what I meant when 
I said you were the only one who could 
help me.” 

“But I don’t understand. 
possibly help you?” 

Just then one of the guards sauntered 
by and tapped Jack on the shoulder with 
his club. “Okay. Thorne. break it up!” 

A veil of hatred slipped over Jack's 
eyes, but he gritted his teeth and smiled. 
“Thanks a million for the smokes. lady.” 
he said loudly, reaching for the package 
on the table. “It sure means a lot to us 
fellows to be able to have visitors like you.” 

His eyes held mine in a hypnotic stare. 
Someone came up behind me and I saw 
Jack’s eyes take on a sudden gleam. It 
was Carol. “It’s almost time to go. darling.” 
she murmured, but when I glanced up at 
her, I noticed her gaze was on Jack. “Come 
on,” she said. “You'll have a chance to see 
your friend next week.” 

I stood up, slightly flustered by the 
emphasis she had placed on the word 
“friend.” “Well, goodbye, Mr. Thorne,” I 
said. 

“Mr. Thorne?” he repeated with a touch 


How could I 








le. At 
selegs. 
idly | 
e and 
» man 
ok in 
nbled 
e the 
andy, 
mong 


| Was 
vas a 
n his 
land. 
sad, 
time 
ight. 
most 
ions, 
their 
man 
bel. 


with 
with 
one 


‘We 
cind 


nks, 


lere 


ced, 
the 
out 


his 
her 


but 








WIN POWER OVER MEN with these COMPELLING PERFUMES! 


——> FURY commands 
and no man can refuse! 


DEAR FRIEND: It was in a cafe in 
Singapore that I first met FURY. She 
was the most beautiful and exotic 
woman have ever known. Men 
killed each other just for her favors. 
And when she beckoned, men leaped 
to obey. For this was-the POWER 
OF FURY, and no man dared to re- 
fuse her. 

And so I blended an exotic per- 
fume called FURY. I called it FURY 
because it captures the _ great 
POWER OVER MEN that FURY: had. 
And like that exotic dancer, Fury 
commands, and men leap to obey 
because they fear FURY. 

If YOU woud like to try the exotic POWER of FURY, 
just send me your name and address. When the post- 
man pty FURY, deposit only $3 plus postage with 
- (2 for $5) on My GUARANTEE: Try the POWER 
FURY for only 10 days. If you are not satisfied, 
an re your $3 back. But please use FURY carefully. 
It is very powerful, 


Do YOU want to MARRY NOW? 


YOU must have heard of certain per- 
fumes that have an almost MAGIC-like 
POWER OVER MEN? LOVESCENT is 
one of these perfumes. bias - should oe 
YOUR POWER to AKE 

MARRY YOU! So oan for Sone 
LOVESCENT today, NOW! because 
LOVESCENT is so very carefully 
& and ae blended to BRING 
am TOGETHER two loving hearts for 
ever and ever. 

Send me your namé and address 









hee only, When the postman brings 
<1) LOVESCENT, my MPELLING 
, perfume, deposit $2 plus postage 


(3 for $5) , my GUARANTEE: If you are not completely 
‘satisfied, I will send your $2 right back. You cd ae 
THRILLED with the POWER that makes LOVESC 

what you want. Send NOW and I will RUSH it to YOU. 


Can YOU make STRONG Men WEAK? 


Do YOU dream of et ea moments 
of LOVE and ECSTACY? These CAN 
be YOURS, if Long oy LEARN HOW 
to induce the man you love to love only 
OU. Place a little BLUE “PA SSION on 
the palms of your hands and behind 
your ears. Do this for a week and watch 
the way BLUE PASSION works for 
YOU! Let BLUE PASSION help brin 
him into your arms for NOW an 
ff ) and addre: Just send me your name 







and address. When the postman 
primes BLUE PASSION, Lim only 

plus pores (3 for $5) BLUE 
PASSION as directed” a, 10 days. If you are not delighted, 
J will return your $2. Send NOW for BLUE PASSION 


Do People Talk About YOU? 


DEAR FRIEND: Are You alone? 
Unhappy? Discouraged? Are YOU a 
girl who just can’t seem to find the 
R man? An unhappy girl I 
know tuld me how wonderful life is 
since she started using Friendly 
GOSSIP. She’s not alone and unhappy 
any more! Another girl swears that 
arf GOSSIP_ helped bring her 
SUCCESS and her own RUE 
LOVER. Let me RUSH a trial bottle 
of Friendly GOSSIP to YOU. Just 
send me your name and address, When the postman 
fines ‘Friendly GOSSIP, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 
for $5) on my GUARANTEE: Use it for 10 days and _if 
you don’t think that it is a= what you want, I'll 
send your $2 back. Don’t YOU be the unhappy girl ‘they 
talk about. Send NOW doy Friendly GOSSIP Perfume 


Are YOU Unhappy? 


A happily married woman once told 
me, ‘All my life I dreamed that 
someday I would find a perfume that 
could raise a man’s ardor. I wanted a passionate, pulse- 
stirring, maddening perfume that would make him pull 
me into his arms and say to me over and over again, ‘I 
love you, I love only YOU.’ I searched everywhere for 
this wicked perfume because I knew it would be hard to 
find. I found that perfume. when I first found MANT 

and I have been happy ever since.’’ If you have the 
courage to try MANTRAP send me your name and 
address on the Order Card. When it comes pay postman 
only $2 plus postage (3 bottles for $5). If not satisfied, 
I will return your $2. Accept | no imitations, This is 
Genuine MANTRAP. Send NOW 
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Do you want to make him love wae 

wildly, fiercely? Do you want to make 

him say, “Darling, I adore you. I wor- 

ship you. I'll do ANYTHING for 

YoU!" Do you want to make him 

(YREY your every command? Then use 

CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 

help you CONTROL Men. One woman 

told me that CHEZ-ELLE is the 

STRONGEST perfume she ever used. 

Another woman told us that she 

anaes the day she first used CHEZ- 

ELLE, because now her’ husband 

comes home at night to help her. 

Just-send me your name and address and I will rush 

a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 

you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a 

plain package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) 

with him on this GUARANTEE: Use CHEZ-ELLE for 

10 days. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the 

most POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it 

and I'll send your $2 right back. Write ror w' 

DEAR FRIEND: You must have 
heard of that wonderful perfume of 
Velilah that was even greater than 
the strength of Samson. Then YOU 
know of TRYST, the strange and. 
wonderful perfume that heips you 
CONTROL MEN and makes them 
do what YOU want them to. 
If YOU want to DRAW MEN to 
You and BEND them to YOUR will, 
then you must try the Charm of TRYST. Just send me 
your name and address. When the rm brings You 
the Charm of TRYST, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for 
$5). Use it YOURSELF for 10 days. If You don’t say that 
the Charm of TRYST is the Most Powerful YOU ever 
used, I GUARANTEE to send back your $2. Some of your 
best friends are using the Charm of TR¥ST now, so send 
for yours too! 

Do YOU want DOUBLE POWER? 
DEAR FRIEND: I just found out how 
to make DIABLO’s Secret of DOUBLE 

POWER. The same Double Power she 

used when she took a husband away 

from his wife or a sweetheart away 


from the arms of his loved one. 
DIABLO’s Secret is one of the MOST 
R 


like the chance to try it NO 

So just send me your name and 
address. When the postman brings you 
DIABLO’s Secret in a plain wrapper, deposit only $3 
(2 big bottles for $5) plus postage on my PERSONAL 
GUARANTEE: Use DIABLO’s Secret yourself for 10 
days. If you do not Bless Me for sending it to you, I'll 
send your $3 right back. And you don't have to ask for 
more than 2 bottles because it Jasts a Long Time and is 
SO POWERFUL. 

[7 aan, tn tien Gh fe Mak ae te te, 


I Trulove 58 Walker St., New York 13, Opt. 125 


Please send me the goods I am ordering. I will 
pay postman when my package is delivered. 
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(PLEASE PRINT OR WRITE CLEARLY) 
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248 | DIABLO's SECRET Perfume 
147 | BLUE PASSION Perfume 
217 | GOSSIP Perfume 

106 | MANTRAP Perfume 

249 | TRYST Perfume 

146 | LOVESCENT Perfume 

220 | FURY Perfume 

211 | CHEZ-ELLE Perfume 






































TOTAL S$. 
CJ Check here if you would like a SPECIAL 
FREE GIFT for sending money Now. 











of irony in his smooth voice. “In here, 
Miss, all we have is numbers!” 

I turned and followed Carol and the 
others. He had called me “miss.” Hadn't 
he*noticed my wedding ring? Or was it 
an expression of hope? I couldn't forget 
the look in his eyes when he had first seen 
me. It was one of those appreciative 
glances a woman always welcomes. but it 
also had hidden meanings that disturbed 
me. Next time, I told myself. I would 
make sure to wear an even plainer outfit. 
As Carol had said, no use making the men 
desperate. 

On the way home I didn’t talk much; 
my thoughts were on Jack Thorne—the 
man with the number—as I drove back to 
the city. Suddenly I asked. “Carol. how 
did you happen to get interested in work 
like this?” 

Carol glanced at me quickly. then looked 
out the window and talked in a low, broken 
voice. “A good question and one I’ve asked 
myself more than once. Once it was or- 
phans, then hospitalized veterans, now it’s 
reforming prisoners.” 

She took out a cigarette and pushed in 
the dashboard lighter. “I don’t know,” she 
continued in a tight voice, “I guess it’s 
because I don’t have anyone—no man, no 
child, no relatives. It gives me something 
to do.” 

My heart filled with sympathy. I knew 
just how she felt about needing something 
to do. Still, it was funny—my feeling sorry 
for Carol. She had money, position; things 
! had always thought would automatically 
make anyone happy. But my meeting with 
Jack Thorne was too vivid for me to give 
much thought to Carol and her troubles. 
Carol was thinking about him, too, for she 
said thoughtfully: “That fellow you were 
talking with, Jane, it seemed he felt the 
whole world was against him. Maybe we 
can help him, give him hope and something 
to look forward to.” I merely nodded, but 
I had already made up my mind to try to 
help Jack find a new life. 


A FEW days later, my husband came 
“* home and stayed a week, so I did not 
make the next trip with the ladies. I told 
Don about my new activities. He smiled 
and took me into his arms. 

“Poor little Jane, is it really so bad that 
you have to take up an old maid’s pas- 
time?” he asked. 

I bristled a little at that. “Don’t make 
fun of it, darling,” I said defensively. 
“What we’re doing is just as important as 
the Red Cross or anything else. Those men 
need help and understanding. They’re un- 
fortunate, yes, but not all of them are 
guilty,” I added, thinking of Jack Thorne. 

“Jane, darling, you'll never hear a crim- 
inal admit his guilt,” Don said. sitting 
down on the sofa and taking me on his 
lap. “But every one of those men has had 
a trial, and legal errors don’t happen as 
often as they would have you believe.” 

He tilted my face and tapped my nose 
with a finger. “You know what I think?” 

I shook my head, mentally comparing 
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his rugged handsomeness with the good 
looks of the man who had so upset the 
pattern of my existence. 

“T think you’re cute! I think you’re the 
most adorable, the most 

He went on and on, softly murmuring 
tender phrases, making love to me in his 
sweet. gentle way. Still. something dis- 
turbed me. Don was treating me like a 
helpless child, and I felt I wanted some- 
thing more. To be desperately needed by 
someone? To be passionately desired as a 
woman? I wasn’t sure. And soon. Don had 
soothed away the vague. annoying ideas 
that stuck, briar-like, in my mind. His 
arms became a fortress that shielded me 
from the world, his affection was a refuge 
for me. and my heart swelled with love— 
a love that bore me tenderly into a para- 
dise of kisses and embraces and complete 
surrender. : 

The day Don left on another trip, I 
phoned Carol. 

“Carol’s been a busy. busy girl. Jane,” 
she bubbled happily. “I’ve been back twice 
—once with the girls and then alone for 
a long talk with Jack Thorne. Remember 
him, darling?” 

Remember him? I was grateful that she 
couldn’t see the blush that the mere men- 
tion of his name had brought to my cheeks. 

“Well. I'm convinced that he’s innocent. 
There’s no doubt about it!” she said con- 
vincingly. “And I’ve got a plan to help him 
when he gets out. I can hardly wait to tell 
you about it.” 

Slowly I replaced the phone. trying to 
analyze the pang of jealousy her words 
had caused. Carol was to be Jack Thorne’s 
benefactor. not I. And with such a wordly- 
wise, glamorous woman helping him. how 
could I even hope that he would gaze at 
me now as he had that first day? 

But when [I accompanied Carol on her 
next visit, I noticed that even though he 
spoke to both of us, his eyes were on me. 
I was the one who interested him. His 
hungry glances told me so. The pleasure 
I knew. a strange mixture of joy and fear, 
was a thrill that was new to me. It gave a 
new and exciting meaning to life. 

I saw Jack again after that. sometimes 
with Carol, but often alone, and each time 
I felt more attracted by the dark fascina- 
tion he had for me. He was more than 
proper in his manner to me, yet I felt from 
‘his voice, the way his lips trembled when 
he spoke to me, the way his eyes devoured 
me, that I had awakened a fire in him. 

I needed my husband then, needed him 
close to me. And had I known what lay 
ahead, I would have begged him to stay 
with me, to give up his job. if necessary, 
in order to break the spell that Jack had 
woven over me. But I was alone, and lone- 
liness breeds daydreams. I convinced my- 
self there was no harm in daydreaming, 
even though Jack’s beautiful, sensual 
mouth and dark, haunting eyes somehow 
found their way into my dreams at night. 

The day Jack was released. I was at 
Carol’s place. where the three of us were 
to meet and discuss his future. By the time 


he arrived. I was trembling with anticipy. 
tion. Of course. I had dreamed of Jag 
being free at last. but I was not prepare 
for the sight of the man who appeared 
the door. 

Wearing a new, well-tailored suit ang, 
snap-brim hat cocked at an angle, Jack wa 
a completely different person from the ma 
we were accustomed to seeing at the Prison, 
He not only appeared younger and mop 
handsome. but there was an easy-goiny 
self-confidence about him, nothing at qj 
like the tenseness and pent-up anger thy 
had seemed to consume him like an inpe 
fire when he was behind bars. His ey 
still had that defiant glitter, but he ya 
smiling pleasantly. 

He took a seat and stretched out his Jong 
legs luxuriously. “What a_ relief!” fy 
sighed. taking a long drag on his cigarette 
“Like stepping from hell into heaven!” 

I felt my cheek grow warm. I smiled 
and tried to sound casual. “Yes, it muy 
be wonderful to be free again.” 

“Tt is.” he said. “Thanks to you and \ 
Carol. You know, they lopped off an extra 
couple of months because I had such solid 
citizens fronting for me.” 

“We enjoyed it, Jack.” Carol coved, 
“Every minute of it!” 

Why did she have to sound so intimate 
whenever she said his name? “What—what 
do you plan to do now that you've ‘paid 
your debt to society’?” I asked, still trying 
hard to conceal my deep interest. 

“Paid my debt? That’s a laugh!” he 
said grimly. “People run off at the mouth 
a lot about forgiving and forgetting, but 
try and get a job once you've had a rap 
pinned on you!” 

Carol smiled and patted his shoulder 
affectionately. “I know that.” she told hin. 
“That’s why I’ve been working so hard on 
my plan.” 

“Just what is this plan of yours?” Jack 
inquired. 

Carol explained that she had always had 
a secret desire to go into business and 
had finally decided to take the plunge. 
She had been collecting paintings and love 
ly things for years and planned to opena 
combination art, curio and antique shop 
in a small place she had located on Spruce 
Street. 

As she talked. Jack’s eyes widened and 
he looked at her with a new interest. “A 
deal like that will take a pretty big pile 
of the green stuff.” he said thoughtfully. 

“I went over the figures with my lawyer,” 
Carol replied, “and that will be no prob 
lem.” 

Jack’s eyes narrowed and he pursed his 
lips. as Carol went on to give further 
details. And all the time, my heart was 
turning to lead within my breast. It was 
Carol to whom Jack would be looking for 
help, Carol who would be geiting his a 
tention and gratitude. For she said that 
all she needed was a a manager and, 0 
course. Jack was the person she had in 
mind. Jack was enthusiastic about the idea 

and by the time he left, everything was sel. 

I sat there a few minutes afterwards, 
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chatting with Carol. but my heart was not 
in it, So 1 made and left, 
minding her to keep me posted. When I 
‘ar Jack was lounging in the 


listening to the 


an excuse re- 


reached the ¢ 
front seat. smoking and 


radio. 

“| hope you won't be angry with me.” 
he said, noticing my questioning glance, 
“but I wanted to thank you again for 
eerything and to see you alone.” 

“lye done nothing.” I said matter-of- 
factly. “It’s Carol who deserves your 
thanks.” I climbed in beside him. “Can I 
drop you some place?” 

Jack shoved back his hat and switched 
off the radio. “Hey. wait a minute!” he 


Carol. I 


said, “I’m talking to you. not 
couldn’t say anything back there. but 


youre the one who made those last weeks 
in jail livable for me. Just thinking about 
you was enough to give me new hope.” 
[said nothing. As I started the car and 
reached for the pedals, I noticed his swift 
appraising glance at my legs. And I knew 
at once what was behind his words when 
he added, “Carol’s offer of a job means 
a lot to me, but you can do even more 
forme. Knowing you has given me a new 
lease on life. and now that I’m out- 

He turned in the seat and his broad 


shoulder brushed against me. and from 
that point on. all attempts to be casual 


about Jack were futile. It was one thing 
to know he wanted me from the safe dis- 
tance in the prison, when iron bars or a 
wide table separated us; but it was another 
thing to have him right next me; to 
feel the taut muscles of his arm through 
the thin fabric of my dress. to sense the 
power of his longing for me. 

“I haven’t been this close to a woman in 
two years!” Jack said between tight lips, 
his voice low and intense. “You don’t know 
what it’s like—it’s a living hell!” 

I threw the car into gear and drove off. 


to 


my hands gripping the wheel so tightly 
my knuckles fairly ached. I licked my lips 
and managed an airy smile. “Well. all 


that’s behind you now. You'll find some 
nice girl and you won’t be lonely any 


more.” 


“You know the answer to that. Jane,” 
he said softly. 
He was right; I did know the answer. 


But it was one I was afraid to put into 
words, one I tried not to think about. Yet 
like a bad penny. one fact kept turning 
up—Jack held an attraction for me that 
was too strong now to ignore. I knew I 
must make up my mind either yield to 
temptation or resist it. 


T HOME I found a brief letter from 

Don telling me that he had been ordered 
onto Kansas City and would be gone an- 
other weck or ten days. Nevertheless. I 
deliberately avoided Carol for the next 
three days. afraid I might run into Jack. 
Eventually. curiosity the best of me 
and I telephoned her. 

“Janie, darling, Carol’s been busier than 
two bees!” she said, running over with 
enthusiasm. ““There’s been so much to do. 


got 





And Jack has been a perfect dear about 
helping me.” 

They'd been together every day. 
no end talking 


she told 
me, and annoyed for 
the next hour about the shop, about Jack 
and their future together. It was absurd. 
I realized. but I couldn’t help feeling jeal- 
ous. All the arrangements had been made. 
the shop leased. the equipment 
and the next day she was going to draw 
out the money for bills. “Why don’t you 
drop by. my dear.” she invited. “We'll 
make it sort of a celebration. Jack will be 
here. Of course he’s asked about you sev- 
eral times.” she added with a touch of 
cattiness in her tone. “but I told him you 


me 


ordered. 


were probably busy taking care of your 
husband.” 

I said goodbye and hung up. So Jack 
had been thinking about me. I moved 


dreamily about the house. longing for just 


if ’'d known 


the sight of him. I guess 
where he was living I would have gone to 
him. The sudden melody of the door 


chimes woke me from my daydream and 
I went to the door. It was Jack! 

“Don’t you know you can’t escape from 
me?” he grinned down at me. 

His sudden appearance, twice as big and 
attractive as in my reverie. left me speech- 
less. I swung open the door and stepped 
back. uncertain just how to act. Jack was 
very sure of himself. He tossed his hat 
into a chair, stuck his hands into his pock- 
ets and sauntered into the living room. He 


took in the furnishings with approving 
eyes. then said, “I waited for you to come 
to Carol’s. but you let me down. So here 
I am.” 

He turned slowly. fastening his dark 


eyes on mine and holding them. How long 
stood there with the air charged with 
don’t know. But the next 
thing I knew, Jack had taken two strides 
and swept me into his arms. He covered 
bruising kisses and his voice 
passion as he breathed my 
Jane, I’ve wanted to do this 
he declared. “It 
I knew it 


we 
electricity, I 


me with wild. 
shook with 
name. “Jane 
since that very first day!” 
had to happen—sooner or later. 
would happen.” 

I let myself sink into the waves of his 
desire, letting his words and kisses blot out 
everything and everyone. Finally I found 
the strength to push him from me. “Jack— 
I’m married,” I said in an anguished voice. 
“We can’t do this. My husband 

“Yeah, Carol told me about him.” 

“Doesn't that mean anything?” 

He nodded. “That’s why I waited so long. 
But I’m tired of waiting.” he said grimly. 
“After two years in stir—who knows. or 
cares the difference between right and 
wrong?” 

I eluded his embrace and reached for 
a cigarette with trembling fingers. My 
mind cast about for some way to postpone 
what I knew would happen. Alone in the 
house with me, Jack would never be side- 
tracked from his purpose for long, and I 
knew I could not withstand his bold as- 
saults on my thin “You said 
something about my helping you prove you 


defenses. 
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were framed,” I said suddenly, grasping at 
a subject I hoped would divert him. 

“Things change. baby,” he said with a 
short laugh. “Back there in jail, that was 
the one thing I kept thinking about night 
and day. Then you came along. Now | 
can’t think of anything else!” 

He took my hands and pulled me up. 
“Why fight it, Jane?” His eyes were like 
magnets drawing me to him, slowly, surely. 
I knew that if his lips touched mine again 
I'd know the same thrilling excitement that 
raced through me the first time. Once that 
happened, nothing could stop us from be- 
ing consumed by flaming desire. 

Now I had moved so close to him I could 
see the quivering of his thin nostrils. the 
animal-like glare in his eyes. A_light- 
headed, delirious sensation caught me up 
like a giant wave, and as the thrill carried 
me higher and higher all resistance melted 
away leaving me as helpless as a puppet 
dangling from strings. 

Then, faintly as though from a great 
distance, I heard bells ringing. It took 
several seconds for the sound to penetrate 
the mental fog, but when I recognized it 
as the door chimes my body grew rigid in 
Jack’s arms. 

“Let it ring!” Jack hissed. 
away in a minute.” 

But the spell was broken. Sanity re- 
turned to me and with it, some of my 
strength. I twisted away from Jack’s em- 
brace and composed myself with an effort. 
He took a step toward me, but I shook my 
head and went to the door. It was a mes- 
senger with a telegram. My heart pounded 
wildly as I ripped open the envelope and 
fumbled with the folded sheet inside. 
Tears flooded my eyes as I read the mes- 


“They ll go 


sage: 

WILL BE HOME TOMORROW SO 

TELL MR. BACKDOOR’ GOOD- 

BYE. LOVE. 

DON 

I stood at the door. my shoulders shak- 
ing with quiet sobbing. -Mr. Backdoor! It 
was part of a game Don and I played 
whenever he went out on atrip. Mr. Back- 
door was supposed to be the “other man” 
who visited me when my husband was 
away. The game had started months ago 
when Don told about a traveling salesman 
who arrived home unexpectedly and 
chased his wife’s “boy friend” out the back- 
door. 

“There’s many a man on the road who 
has been surprised like that.” Don had 
laughed, “so when I start for home I'll 
always let you know in plenty of time to 
get Mr. Backdoor out of the way!” 

Of course he was only joking, but we 
played out our little game with phone calls 
and notes refering to my mythical admirer, 
who remained a vague shadowy figure, the 
butt of our goodnatured jokes. But now 
there was a real Mr. Backdoor! The sud- 
den realization sent my head reeling and 
my heart felt as if it were encased in ice. 

Jack noticed the horrified expression on 
my face as I walked slowly into the room. 
“Bad news?” he asked. 


0 
Oo 


I looked at him and surprisingly. all de- 
sire had drained from my heart. I just 
wanted be alone. “My husband is coming 
home,” I said flatly. 

Jack’s eyes darted around the room as 
if he were seeking a way to escape and I 
laughed bitterly. “You won't have to sneak 
out the back way. Jack.” I told him. “You 
can leave the way you came in.” 

He hesitated a moment. then snatched up 
his hat and stormed out the door. For a 
long time after the door slammed shut I 
stood staring at the telegram crumpled in 
my hand. Then with a sob I threw myself 
on the sofa and let my heartache and 
wretchedness come out in bitter, scalding 
tears. 


Y THE next morning, I had recovered 

enough to go through the house in pre- 
paration of Don’s return that afternoon. | 
was quite sure in my heart that Jack could 
never cast his evil spell over me again and 
I resolved never to see him after so nar- 
rowly escaping the fatal mistake I almost 
made. The more I thought calmly and 
sanely about him, the more convinced I 
was that there was something sinister about 
the man. It went beyond his fatal attrac- 
tion for women. Perhaps he was not as 
innocent as he pretended. Perhaps Don had 
been right when he scoffed at Jack’s claims 
of a frameup. As I dressed to drive to the 
station to meet Don, I decided that, as a 
friend. I should warn Carol of my sus- 
picions. Maybe she would be angry with 
me, but it was my duty. 

So I drove by her house, determined to 
say what I felt was right. but not sure 
just how to put it into words. She was 
upstairs in her room when I arrived. “Come 
on up, darling,” she called from the head 
of the stairs. “Carol’s in the midst of get- 
ting glamorous!” 

It was the first time I'd ever seen her 
without makeup and I was shocked at the 
unmistakable traces of age that lined her 
face. puffy from sleep and shiny with face 
cream. In her negligee her unadorned fig- 
ure appeared sloppy and unattractive. 

“Jack will be here any minute.” she told 
me, wiping her greasy face with tissue. “I 
can’t let him see me like this.” 

*Carol—there’s something I’ve got to tell 
you.” I began hesitantly. 

“Be a dear and get my blue dress out for 
me, will you?” she said. “I really ought to 
do my nails, but there isn’t time.” 

She chattered on and on, paying no at- 
tention at all to what I was trying to say. 
I got out her dress and laid it on the bed. 
Her purse was lying open near the foot, its 
contents carelessly scattered on the spread. 
A sizeable pile of bills had spilled out from 
the handbag and I remembered that she 
had drawn it from the bank for the shop. 

“That’s a lot of money to have lying 
around loose,” I told her. “Maybe you 
ought to put it away.” 

Carol shrugged her shoulders. 
Jack will be here soon, and—” 

The doorbell rang and she snatched up 
a towel and headed for the bathroom. 


“Why? 


“There's Jack now. Let him in. Janie,” g, 
said. 

I started to protest, but the roar of th 
shower drowned out my words. My step 
faltered as I neared the door. Then taki. 
a firm grip on myself, I opened it. Jack’ 
eyebrows lifted in surprise. 

“Well. if it isn’t the little <hrinkin, 
violet!” he laughed. ; 

I closed the door. 

“Where's Carol?” he asked. glanciny 
around. ; 

“Taking a shower. She'll be down shop, 
ly.” 

“Good! That means I'll have the pleas 
ure of your company for a while.” 

I turned to go upstairs. “After yeste. 
day, you don't think there could ever 
anything between us, do you?” I asked 
haughtily. 

“T don’t give up so easily, baby!” His 
eyes studied me narrowly. “You're for jt 

-I could tell when I kissed you. Yq 
just have to get used to the idea,” he said 
with a smugness that repelled me. Before] 

could move. he had reached out and pulled 
me into his arms. 

“Stop it! Stop it,” I whispered fiercely, 

His mouth crushed mine with the same 
desperate hunger I had seen in his eyes, 
but this time there was no thrill—only hate 
and anger and revulsion. I struggled dee 
perately. silently. trying to break free. 

All of a sudden a piercing shriek cut 
through the air. Jack released me and | 
whirled to see Carol, a robe clutched about 
her, standing at the top of the stairs. Her 
eyes blazed with raging jealousy and her 
mouth twisted with fury. Shame flooded 
me, but Jack was smiling up at her witha 
maddening insolence. 

“Carol—let me explain.” I begged. 

“Shut up. you two-faced wench!” she 
shouted. “And as for you, lover boy. what 
do you take me for? If you think I'm go- 
ing to feed and dress you and give you 
money so you can play around behind my 
back, you're crazy! Now get out, both of 
you—get out!” 

Her voice rose to a wild pitch that sent 
Jack racing up the stairs. “Stop that in- 
fernal screaming!” he yelled. But Card 
just stood there. her eyes wide. screaming 
at the top of her voice. I was petrified with 
fear as I saw him hit her, then drag her 
into the bedroom. The sudden silence gal 
vanized me into action and I grabbed up 
the phone. But in a flash Jack was beside 
me, his hand on mine with a vise-like grip. 
“Oh, no you don’t, baby!” he gritted. “Ive 
got what I want and you're going to help 
me get out of town!” 

He was stuffing a bunch of loose bills 
into his pockets and I knew that he'd seet 
Carol’s purse. “That’s Carol’s money!” ! 
cried. “You can’t get away with this, you 
—you criminal. thief! You're just a com 
mon crook!” 

The back of his hand smashed against 
my cheek and I went reeling. “It’s not nice 
calling people names,” he said grimly. 
“You're in this up to your pretty neck, 
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baby and I'll finger you as my accomplice 
if you don’t act nice!” 

He grabbed my arm 
ne to the door. “Now let’s see you smile. 
I don’t want anyone asking ques- 
tions. And if you get any cute ideas, throw 
them out of your mind! You'll get what 
Carol got if you don’t do as I say.” 

[don’t know whether he had a gun, but 
,is hand jammed menacingly into his 
pocket Was enough to persuade me to go 
along quietly. I'd seen what he did to 
Carol and knew he would not hesitate to 
jarm me. My legs were like rubber as I 
climbed into the car and started it. 


and _ half-dragged 


Janie. 


pet ACROSS town and hit the high- 
way!” Jack ordered. 

leased out into the traffic, driving slow- 
ly, But soon my nervousness left me and 
was replaced by a cold anger. I had to do 
something. One glance at Jack’s unsmil- 
ing face told me that it would be suicide to 
oppose him. But I was infuriated. The 
scoundrel sitting beside me. relaxed as if 
ona pleasure ride, had brought horror into 
the lives of three people, Carol’s, mine and 
Don’s. Perhaps something could be sal- 
vaged from the wreckage. even though I 
might suffer. I was the guilty person and 
it was up to me to atone for my weakness. 

The wrong I had done my husband might 
never be righted, but I could try. By the 
time we reached the highway. I was sur- 
prisingly calm and the car was moving at 
a good clip. 

“Take it easy,” Jack cautioned. But my 
foot pressed down on the accelerator and 
the car leaped ahead at a dizzy speed. Jack 
reached for the wheel, but I pulled with 
all my strength. The front wheels must 
have gone off the road, for the car swerved 
crazily, then bounced off into the ditch. 
My scream was lost in a ear-splitting crash 
of glass and sickening scrape of metal. I 
asked God’s forgiveness, then Don’s. Then 
there was nothing. 

I drifted back to consciousness on rip- 
ples of pain and dizziness. At first there 
was only a blinding whiteness when I 
opened my eyes. then gradually shapes 
lipped into focus. I discovered I was in a 
hospital and my parched lips moved in a 
prayer of thanks that I was alive. A fami- 
liar face bent over me and, twisting my 
head on the pillow I saw it was Don. 

“Oh, Don—darling!” I murmured hap- 
pily. 

“Don’t try to talk, darling,” 
“How do you feel?” 

‘Tm all right, Don. A little numb, but 
” 


he said. 


“The doctor says you'll be up and around 
inno time!” he smiled. “Your passenger 
got a little banged up, but he'll live.” 

At his reference to Jack, I grew sick 
with shame. The memory of my part in 
the disgraceful episode leading up to the 
crash brought a hopelessness that was 
frightening. How could I expect Don’s 
forgiveness for what I had done? And 
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Carol—I should have warned her sooner. 

“Is—is Carol all right?” I asked. 

Don nodded solemnly. “But she has a 
souvenir of the jailbird she tried to reform 

a black eye.” 

“You were right, Don.” I said contritely. 
“I don’t know what got into me. I was 
playing with fire and didn’t realize it.” 

A shadow passed over Don’s face. “And 
I lighted that fire,” he said. His voice was 
heavy with sorrow. “I know now that I 
should never have left you alone so much.” 

“T was lonely because I love you so much, 
darling. Does that make sense?” I asked. 

“It makes all the sense in the world! 
That’s why I talked with the office and 


asked for a new job. From now on, you'll 
never be lonely— I'll see to that!” 

He bent over and his lips gently brushed 
my cheek. Tears of joy spilled onto my 
pillow. Don laughed and dabbed at them 
with his handkerchief. 

“Grandma used to tell me the devil al- 
ways found work for idle hands,” I said 
dreamily. 

“T don’t know what that makes me,” Don 
said. “Because starting right now I’m go- 
ing to find plenty for you to do!” 

He laid his hand on my cheek and I 
closed my eyes. 

“I know what it makes you, darling,” I 


“An angel!” THE END 


murmured. 





Real Life Dramas 


(Continued from Page 8) 


happiness of the newlyweds Uncle Sam 
came through with the announcement that 
Barbee could go home to America within 
a few days on rotation. 

For the just-married couple a stateside 
honeymoon, following a Korean wedding 
augured a hopeful start for one of those 
delightful tales in which people live hap- 
pily ever after. 

* * * 
~T WAS just a case of love in bloom for 
the 86-year-old retired Washington min- 
ister. 

He was bent on marrying a 64-year-old 
widow. So he sold his home for $25.000 
and applied for a marriage license. A dis- 
trict court judge threw a monkey-wrench 
into the romantic works, however. A judge 
said the minister was mentally incapable 
of caring for his estate. 

If he’s crazy, the minister argued, he’s 
just crazy in love with his would-be bride. 

“I’ve known her for 15 years. She’s a 
member of an old congregation of mine,” 
he protested. “I promised to marry her 
three years ago.” 

The judge said he’d see what could be 
done. 

Evidently confident that the Lord would 
work things out so that love could come 
into its own, the romantic divine declared 
brightly: 

“My son is going to be my best man.” 

The minister’s son is a bouncing young- 
ster of 66 summers. 

* * * 
\X ’HENEVER the Los Angeles matron 
began thinking about her husband and 
whether or not he loved her, she found a 
great solace in drinking. 

Recently, however, in a particularly de- 
spondent mood, she almost took the habit 
too far. 

Police found her in her apartment, suf- 
fering horribly. They took her to a hos- 
pital and worked frantically on her stom- 
ach with a pump. 

They marvelled at the unhappy wife’s 
alcoholic taste—iodine in whiskey. She 
calls it an iodine cocktail. 


Child Care 


(Continued from page 45) 


the effects of the incident. (2) Don’t dis- 
play a prejudiced reaction of your own 
by saying something like: “What can you 
expect from that bad .. . ?” This would 
be a confirmation of group differences and 
give your child a feeling of separation 
from other children. This is probably the 
most difficult thing to avoid since minority 
group parents, themselves, often bear 
psychological scars of childhood experi- 
ences with prejudice. (3) Don’t give your 
child a theoretical, intellectualized expla- 
nation of the roots of prejudice. How- 
ever correct from an adult viewpoint, this 
explanation will be beyond his understand- 
ing and experience. Always cite dramatic 
examples of what you mean. (4) Don’t 
attempt any explanation at all if you or 
your child is emotionally upset from the 
experience. (5) Don’t refer to race at all 
in talking. Children don’t recognize races ; 
they see individuals. Race pride should 
be taught later. 

On the other hand, there are some things 
you should do when your child has become 
the victim of prejudice. Consider the basic 
reasons behind the incident. Try to see the 
situation from a child’s point of view. 
Evaluate the respective situations of your 
child and his would-be playmate. Find out 
and explain the real nature of the dispute 


_ that prompted the name calling. Above all. 


fortify your child’s self esteem and self 


‘ respect by making him feel he is a valuable 


member of his family and society. Remem- 
ber that the overall problem of what to 
do about racial prejudice remains to be 
solved by the community of which you are 
a part and therefore obligated to do your 
share. But you alone can not solve the 
whole complex question. You can face it 
soberly and lessen the effects of it upon 
your children, in the meantime helping 
your own community to make the needed 
changes. 

It seems to me that one of the chief 
benefits of helping your child face preju- 
dice is that in the process you will in- 
evitably teach him to avoid practicing it 
himself. 


Would You 
Marry The 
Same 
Husband f 
Again? i 
(Continued from Page 14) 


what we had in our old sweetheart days 
but also re-inforced by the rarest kind of 
understanding toward each other. I oftey 
want to go down on my knees and thank 
God that I was fortunate enough not ty 
lose him altogether; fortunate enough tp 
realize that our divorce was a mistake and 
fortunate enough to have him still around 
waiting for me to come back. 

I’m so grateful for the way things turned 
out that I'd like to give to others the bene. 
fit of the lesson I learned. I know now tha 
I took a terrible chance, gambled reek. 
lessly by allowing David to get away from 
me even temporarily because my unwise 
head told my foolish heart that we were al] 
washed up, through for keeps. I see many 
women—and men—all about me, making 
the same mistake. Perhaps they might not 
be as lucky as I was. Perhaps some of 
them, through reading this article, will 
wake up and try to make their marriage 
work before it cracks up in a divorce court 
and the partner they shelve finds new in 
terests. 

From the way all this sounds, you are 
probably concluding that all the blame for 
the temporary disintegration of my mar 
riage is to be laid at my door. Nothing 
could be further from the truth. In fact, | 
doubt if it is possible to say honestly that 
any one person ought to be blamed exclu- 
sively in any domestic situation which goes 
haywire. It takes two to make a misunder- 
standing just as it takes two to achieve har- 
mony and believe me, my darling David 
didn’t exactly rate a halo for his conduct in 
the whole affair. 

It was an affair, by the way, which 
caused all of our trouble. Or. I should 
say, it was the affair which brought the 
trouble to a head. After four years of happy 
marriage, with both of us holding down de 
cent jobs and working together to build 
our own home, it was a terrific shock to 
find out that David had been playing 
around with an attractive secretary in the 
newspaper office where he worked as 4 
linotypist. 

I guess what hurt the most was the wa) 
I found out about David and Rose Jackson. 
I was on the way home from a meeting o! 
a bridge foursome to which I belonged. 
Sally Newsom, my best friend, was giving 
me a lift. I brought up a question which 
had been bothering me the whole evening. 

“Sally,” I said, “You’re supposed to be 
my buddy and yet you’ve been holding ou! 
on me.” 

“What do you mean, darling?” Sally 
asked. I thought I detected a false attemp! 
at surprise in her voice. 
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“| mean just this. When I walked into 
the meeting this afternoon. everyone was 
jazzing like mad. I suppose they were dis- 
assing the latest tidbit of gossip. Every- 
body got real quiet when I came into the 
nom. Now, Sally, you know very well that 
[tell you all the dirt I hear and [ don't 
think it’s fair for you not to do the same.” 

Sally hesitated. 

“Come on, girl. don’t be mean,” I 
prodded. “Gosh, this must really be an 
item. You know [| can keep a secret. It’s 
just the people who I tell that can’t.” 

This was a favorite corny gag of ours 
and I expected a laugh out of my friend. 
Instead, she said nervously. 

“Clare, this is one item I don’t think you 
ought to hear—at least. not from me.” 

My curiosity was thoroughly aroused. So 
anxious was I to hear the hinted scandal 
that I didn’t dream for one minute that it 
might affect my whole life. 

All the rest of the way home, I pleaded 
with Sally. She had never before refused 
to confide in me and I felt a growing sense 
of wonder at her reluctance to open up 
and give. 

Finally, worn down by my _ insistence, 
Sally surrendered. 

“Okay, Clare.” she said darkly. “But re- 
member that I didn’t want to tell you.” 


HE TURNED into a side street. just 
“around the corner from my _ home, 
parked the car in the middle of the lonely 
street and blacked out the lights. Then, 
with one quiet, dramatic statement. Sally 
set my heart pounding like a trip hammer. 

“It's David.” she announced. 

Nervously, I clutched at her sleeve. 

“David.” I echoed, my voice trembling. 
“My David?” 

“Yes, darling,” Sally continued. “Any 
number of times within the last few 
months, I’ve decided to tell you and then 
changed my mind. I’ve never believed in 
being one of those ‘I thought you ought to 
know’ best friends, but it did hurt me to 
think that you were the only person in 
town who doesn’t know that David has 
been carrying on disgracefully with a little 
secretary. That is if you don’t already 
know about it,” she added suddenly. 

“No, Sally.” I said in a pitifully small 
wiee. “The only thing I know is that 
things haven’t been the same between 
David and me for months now.” 

I was struggling to control myself, to 
keep back the tears. Even though Sally 
was my closest friend, I had carefully con- 
tealed from her the great unhappiness 
which had been haunting me in recent days. 
There was no need for me to hide my 
sorrow any longer. I had so much faith 
in Sally. I knew she wouldn't lie to me— 
and especially about something this serious. 
“Tell me everything you know, Sally,” I 
demanded, trying to steady the quiver in 
my voice. 

I think I must have aged five years as I 
sat in the darkened car and heard the 
story of David’s unfaithfulness. For close 
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to four months now, David and this girl— 
Sharon Green was her name—had been 
dating each other. They had begun carry- 
ing on a sly office romance which caused 
whispers among their fellow workers. but 
seemed not to be anything more than a 
mild flirtation. In recent weeks, however. 
they had become very bold, had been seen 
together at several public affairs and night 
clubs. The girl was petite and cute. 

“Several of your friends—including me 
—have summoned up nerve enough to 
speak to David, to ask him why he is mak- 
ing such a fool of himself with this little 
hussy,” Sally said heatedly. “We weren’t 
too concerned about him, you understand. 
We just felt—and told him so—that he was 
being terribly unfair to you. You don’t 
know how bad we’ve felt because all this 
was going on behind your back.” 

“What did David say when you talked 
with him?” I asked. 

“Oh, he came up with a whole lot of 
complaints about your having changed, 
cooled off on him and neglected him. He 
talked just like a great big simple kid.” 

Suddenly, my dammed-up feelings broke. 
I lost all control and the big sobs came 
heaving up out of me. I cried as if my 
heart had been broken. It had been. I was 
remembering the old, happy days of our 
marriage; those times when we _ could 
laugh and play and argue and plan for 
I was thinking of how devoted 
had been when we 


our future. 
and attentive David 
were first married. 

“Oh, Sally, what am I going to do?” I 
wailed. 

My friend’s voice was sympathetic but 
determined. 

“I wouldn’t dare presume to advise you 
what to do,” she declared. “I do know that 
you just can’t sit idly by and let this thing 
go on. You’ve got a great deal of pride. 
Clare and I can’t see you playing the part 
of the noble, injured little wife sitting at 
home waiting for her erring husband te 
come to his senses. Whatever you do, 
you've got to take some kind of stand.” 

She started up the car and swung around 
the corner to my brownstone house. I got 
out of the automobile slowly. 

“Thanks, darling,” I told Sally. making 
a brave attempt at a smile. “I do ap- 
preciate your letting me know what’s go- 
ing on. I don’t know quite what I’m go- 
ing to do. It’s all such a shock. But, at 
least, I’m not a blind fool any longer.” 

Letting myself into the house. I switched 
on a small living room lamp and sat down 
to think. The house was quiet as it always 
was these days. David wouldn’t be in un- 
til very late. At first he had started mak- 
ing excuses about working long hours 
overtime. These days, he didn’t even at- 
tempt to explain his staying out until the 
wee hours. I would have plenty of time 
to think before I confronted him. 

I knew exactly what I had to do. I was 
tired of living a lie with David; tired of 
going through the motions of being mar- 
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ried and experiencing none of marriage’s 
satisfactions. I was tired of being alone 
in the house. of having no companionship, 
of never being able to talk to David with- 
out a bitter argument resulting. All these 
things I could stand, hoping some day that 
a miracle would happen and we would be- 
come the happy loving couple we once 
were. But the thought of my husband in 
another woman’s arms, the thought of him 
out enjoying himself in her company, kiss- 
ing her. loving her—that was more than | 
could bear. 

My mind was made up. I would divorce 
David but. before I did, I was going to 
catch him cheating. I was going to catch 
him and shame him in such a way that he’d 
never forget how rotten he had been to me. 
Meanwhile. I would say nothing of what I 
had learned. 

Two days later I got my opportunity. I 
made an appointment at a beauty shop just 
around the corner from David’s office. It 
was a well-timed appointment and. by wait- 
ing around the shop a few minutes after 
my hair was finished, I was able to see my 
husband leaving the job. Sure enough. he 
was walking down the street. a redhead on 
his arm. They were laughing and talking 
happily, just having a wonderful time. | 
almost choked up with indignation. 

Keeping well behind them. I followed 
them slowly. Three blocks away from the 
office, they stopped in front of an apart- 
ment building and stood there talking. I 
watched them from a drug store across the 
street. A few minutes later when they 
turned to enter the building. I walked 
across the street and peeked through the 
door window. David and the girl were lost 
in a long kiss. There, right in front of my 
eyes. was proof of my husband’s unfaith- 
fulness. Less than fifteen feet away from 
me. he was kissing the woman who had 
broken up our home. 

I couldn’t resist the temptation of shock- 
ing them. I flung the door open. stood in 
front of them. looking David squarely in 
the eye, and asked in a voice of quiet scorn: 

“Ts this your overtime. dear?” 

Then I turned and walked away. I would 
never forget the look of fear on the girl’s 
face or the amazement written all over 
David’s features. 

The little scene in the hallway was all I 
needed to come to an absolute decision 
about divorcing David. That same evening 
I went directly home, packed my belong- 
ings and left our home to go to my parents 
in a neighboring town. I contacted Carter 
Blivens. an old family friend and my dad’s 
lawyer. and told him I wanted to make im- 
mediate arrangements for a divorce. 

Actually, it is Mr. Blivens to whom I 
owe a great deal of thanks. For, although 
he obtained the divorce for me, contacting 
David and making all arrangements, he did 
everything in his power to talk me out of 
being hasty. 

“Have you talked this thing over with 
your husband?” he wanted to know. 

“There’s nothing to talk about,” I told 


him wearily. 
David again.” 

“Are you sure, young lady, that you’, 
not yourself somewhat to blame for th 
situation?” he asked. 

“Of course I’m not,” I said stiffly. 

Mr. Blivens spent more than an hour ty, 
ing to show me that I ought to wait anj 
make a more deliberate decision. but I was 
impatient. 

“If you're not willing to get the divory 
for me. I'll have to go elsewhere.” | tolj 
him. 

Reluctantly, the lawyer got to work 
Within a few days he reported that Dayij 
was willing to give me the divorce on my 
own terms. In a matter of months, Dayid 
and I had been freed of each other. | gy 
a job in the local library and worked hard. 
trying to convince myself that I didn’t mis 
David. 

But, if I could lie to my friends, | 
couldn’t lie to myself. I tried terribly hard 
to interest myself in other men. but to nm 
avail. One by one, I broke up with boy 
friends because there was something about 
them which was opposed to my ideal. 

One day, Sally paid me a visit. We hadn't 
seen each other for months and there were 
so many things to discuss. Inevitably. the 
conversation got around to how I was mak- 
ing out. I talked brightly about how full my 
life was and how well I was getting along. 
Sally listened until I had run out of little 
white lies, then she looked at me shrewdly. 

“Why don’t you stop eating your heart 
out for David?” she asked. 

“I’m not,” I denied angrily. 

“Oh. yes you are. dear.” Sally said. “And 
it’s perfectly ridiculous. In fact, the whole 
situation makes me feel terrible because | 
was the person who told you about David's 
two-timing.” 

“You don’t regret having told me. do 
you?” I asked puzzledly. 

“In a way I do, Clare.” Sally said. “I've 
found out a lot of things about him since 
the evening I told you he was running 
around with that girl.” 

“Things like what?” I asked Sally sus 
piciously. 

“Well, number one,” Sally began, “David 
is no longer going with the girl. He and 
I had a long conversation recently and | 
found out that he is sincerely broken up 
about your marriage collapsing. The affair 
with the girl was just an infatuation and 
I'm not so sure, my dear, that you didn't 
help to bring it about.” 

I stared at my best friend in wonder. 
Sally had always backed me up in every- 
thing I did. On the other hand, she was 
just the kind of friend who would dare your 
anger to tell you frankly what she thought. 
Even knowing this, however. I resented her 
statement. 

“I think you'd better explain that, Sally.” 
I said coolly. 

It seemed that David had really made a 
tremendous impression on Sally about his 
convictions concerning our marriage. He 
didn’t excuse himself a bit for running 
around with someone else, but he also felt 
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that my actions had helped to make our 
home life unhappy. He had confided to 
Sally that I had treated him too matter-of- 
factly and forgotten the sweet. tender ways 
with which I had won his love in the first 
place. He told her that. in front of com- 
pany I had ridiculed his cherished ambi- 
tions. for instance, the one he often ex- 
pressed about owning his own small print- 
ing plant some day. David had told Sally 
that he had made a great effort to make me 
more social-conscious. to make me go out 
with him and entertain more. 

“These are the same things David told 
me long ago when I criticized him for 
* Sally said. “I didn’t pay 


cheating on you,’ 
I thought they 


too much attention then. 
were just excuses to cover up his guilt. But, 
Clare. you should see him now and hear 
him talk. Maybe if you did, you could find 
it possible to forgive him. Maybe youd 
even admit that if you had done more to 
keep him contented and happy at home, 
helped him more in his social contacts and 


business dreams. things wouldn't have 
turned out as they did.” 
“I don’t even want to discuss it.” I told 


Sally. “It’s obvious David sold you a bill 
of goods to make you think I was the one 


to blame.” 
I knew I was being unfair, for even as I 


was making the statement to Sally, I was 
remembering a number of incidents. I was 


remembering how I had pleaded tiredness 
time after time when David wanted me to 
go somewhere or have some company. I 
was remembering cruel, smart-alec remarks 
[had made about his plans for going into 


business on his own. I was thinking of the 


fact that I hadn't done many things I could 
have done to make home pleasant. to be 
exciting and stimulating for my husband. 
When we had been engaged I had spent 
time and effort and money to keep myself 
After marriage. I had let my- 
but certain- 


attractive. 
self go. not becoming sloppy. 
ly not doing all in my power to keep David 
interested. 

I think Sally realized what I was think- 


ing. I believe she even knew me well 
enough to guess that for hours. after she 
had left. I would consider seriously what 


she had said. Maybe she even knew that 
I would go so far as to drop David a polite, 
little note which said. between the lines, 
“I think we both made a mistake and I miss 
you That soon 
as David heard from He 
phoned me and asked if he could call. 
When he rang the bell and I opened the 
door to see him standing outside. tall. hand- 
and looking penitent. my 
heart pounded hard as it had the first 
time I saw him. When he took me into 
his arms, we both knew that really things 
had never changed between us. 

David and I have a more wonderful mar- 
than we 
I have learned that to 


note did it for as 
acted. 


too.” 


me. he 


some as ever 


riage relationship now ever 


dreamed possible. 
err is human and to forgive divine. I’ve 
also learned that I too had been guilty of 
forgiveness. 


which I needed 


man. 
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When there 
things for which you love him which will 
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have changed and sometimes it 


that it seems that way. 


THE 


fault alone 


END 





Your Handwriting 


(Continued from Page 13) 


ining your basic nature—the Real You. In- 
spect your inner drives and urges and give 
constructive expression to them spiritually, 
emotionally, mentally and physically. Most 
vital, be glad that you are your own won- 
derful self. 

In this connection, it is a good idea to 
read the Twenty-third Psalm: “The Lord 
is my shepherd. I shall not want.” After 
reading: believe. You have a tremendous 
job to accomplish, so take it 
Don’t just sit—get up, and help yourself 
tohappiness. Many famous folk have done 


seriously. 


this, 
Let us look at a specimen of Herb 
Jeffries’ handwriting. This forceful dy- 


namic singer who seems to draw his lis- 
leners right into his arms, slants his writ- 
ing toward the left which reveals introspec- 
tion. His script is legible, showing that he 
keeps his writing under control. He has a 
variety of loops in the lower zone which re- 
veal his different interests. The size of the 
writing is medium and regular. Evenly 
spaced words show his ability to concen- 


trate when necessary. He uses sound and 
The pointed. small let- 
The di- 


revealing 


reliable judgment. 
ters show he is critical at times. 
rection of lines ascends slightly. 
his optimism. His heavy pressure shows 
great depth of feeling. The letter forma- 
tion is simple without flourishes, with the 
exception of his circle “i dots,” showing his 
love of color and design. 

Now for a short summary of his traits: 

His attention is directed mainly toward 
himself and _ his He finds too 
many social activities displeasing. He is 
His wide 


interests. 


not easily influenced by others. 
range of interests includes painting, writing 
His intuitive ideas enrich his 
He has the ability to con- 


and music. 
logical thinking. 
centrate and get a job done when he so 


desires. His thoughts often revert to the 
past. and these thoughts definitely affect 


his daily life. 

Analysis of your handwriting prepared 
is now available to those 
Send a stamped, self- 


by the author 
wishing this service. 
addressed envelope and I will mail you 
a folder outlining the types of analysis and 
fee. Write Helen Sides, Tan Conressions, 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, II. 
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Piano 


with BOTH Hands 
the FIRST Day—or Don’t Pay! 


AMAZING, NEW, PATENTED 
SELF-TEACHING DEVICE GIVES “SECRET” 


You, too, can play piano with BOTH hands, at once! Thou- 
sands have learned to play this fast, easy A-B-C way. With 
? the amazing in- 
vention, the AU- 
iy CHORD 
ELECTO 


Play 





















there’ s nothing to 


actually read and- 
Play any shect 
music. And, the 
Patented 


MAT 

SELECTOR guides 
your fingers every 
note of the way. 
No scales, no ex- 
ercise, no boring 







playing Hit Parade num- 
bers, or hymns, or beauti- 
ful old ballads...or a 


velous — 
Course today. Consists of 
30 illustrated lessons, 50 
songs with words and 
music, special Dean Ross play- -at-once arrangements, and 
the Patented AUTOMATIC CHORD SELECTOR. Only $1.98 
complete. You have nothing to lose and popularity and fun 
to gain, so mail the 10- — 3 aiponeg TRIAL coupon now! 
—_ — eee 
Dean Ross Piano Studios, ‘Ine. oy *, Dept. 
45 West 45th St., New York 3 -¥. 
Send Piano Course of 30 lessons, 50 songs, and Patented 
Automatic Chord Selector. On delivery will pay postman 
just $1.98 plus postage. If not delighted, may return 
Course in 10 days for purchase price refund. The Automatic 
Chord Selector is mine to keep. 
0 SAVE MONEY! Send payment now, we pay postage. Same 
guarantee. 


Name 
Address .........- 





Secret Power That Makes 
Men Obey You?? 


Do you want men to LOVE YOU mad- 
ly, passionately? Do you want men 
to be your obedient slaves, answer 
your every beck and call? Then use 
ENSLAVEMENT to help you control 
men. One woman tells 
us that she blesses the 
day that she started us- 
ing our wonderful per- 
fume, ENSLAVEMENT— 
it drew her lover to her 
and made her attractive 
to many Other 
women tell us EN- 
SLAVEMENT is the 
strongest and most compelling perfume they ever used, 
and say this charm perfume gives them allure and 
seems to command men. Try ENSLAVEMENT and see 
for yourself how good it is. 


SEND NO MONEY!! 











Just send me your name and address and I will rush you 
at rttle ~ SI INT. Deposit only $2.06 
h, .00) with sige 3 on th =F £ 
VE ‘ME Ni for 10 da If you don” gre 
1 Ns AVEME wad is the most Cowertel pe ae you have 





ver used, ur and your money will be_ refunded. 
ORDE R Now! JOYCE PRODUCTS ©. 1946 W. Foster 
» Chicago 40, Il!., Dept. T- 


OVERDUE 


PERIOD DELAYED? 
DON’T RISK DISASTER!! 


after exhaustive scientific research, 
be sold! SHURE-CAPS may set 
your mind at ease—relieve you of your 
biggest worry when due to minor func- 
tional menstrual delay or borderline ane- 
mia. SHURE-CAPS are scientifically pre- 
pared by registered pharmacists and con- 
tain only medically recognized drugs 
having no harmful after effects. Wrapped 
in a plain wrapper, only $4.98. Cash with 


nit 


Now 
it can 


order, we send airmail and pay postage. 
C.0O.D. postage is extra and goes ordinary 
mail. 


MEADE & CO, 
Dept. 350 T, 4100 Milwaukee Ave. 
___Chieage 41, mM 











How 
He 
Proposed 


(Continued from Page 7) 


that “Cab is coming to town.” 

Actually. this information meant little or 
nothing to me since I had often seen Cab 
at the Regal in Chicago and at theatres 
elsewhere. I recognized and applauded his 
talents, but beyond that he was nothing but 
another band leader. Handsome? Of 
course, but nevertheless, a bandleader. 

“We want you to meet him. Nufhe.” my 
friend and Monte declared. “He’s opening 
at the Howard Theatre here and we can 
introduce you to him backstage.” 

I replied with a haughtiness my mother 
would have approved: “I don’t want to 
know any show people. They may be all 
right for certain people. but not for me.” 

“But he’s not like those you are talking 
about,” my girl friend assured me earnest- 
ly. Monte Hawley, I noticed. flushed a bit 
when I spoke as I did about those in his 
profession, but he took it gamely and 
joined in with his girl friend to convince 
me that it was all right to meet Cab Callo- 
way socially. Secretly, I was resentful of 
the hint in their approach that I was trying 
to land a boy friend, object, matrimony. 
I had no intentions along those lines at all. 
I tried to pretend. 

They brought Cab up to my apartment 
after his last show at the Howard the night 
he opened there, and we were introduced. 
Several people had come in earlier and 
now only an atomic bomb could have 
chased them away when they learned that 
Cab was expected. 

Right then I learned that some show 
people have higher and more respectable 
social backgrounds than doctors, lawyers, 
preachers, serious musicians and school 
teachers. 

These guests were of the glitter set of 
Washington and for them, without excep- 
tion, to talk as favorably as they did about 
Cab Calloway, was a lesson I have never 
forgotten. 

Cab was accompanied by a group of his 
friends. I offered them refreshments, but 
they refused very courteously. although 
everyone else had a glass in his hand. Cab 
asked for a glass of water only. I was sur- 
prised. I had half expected him to turn 
my small place into a rehearsal room. In 
fact, | was preparing myself for the ordeal 
when he came in with his friends. 

I had envisioned my neighbors knocking 
on radiator pipes or calling the police to 
stop a lot of “hi-de-ho-ing,” loud laughter, 
crude jokes and general noise. When Cab 
quietly asked for the glass of water and 
displayed his suave and perfectly beautiful 
manners. talked in his cultured voice and 
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took me into the spell of his unique per- 

sonality. I felt a profound change in atti- 

tude stirring inside of me and I knew im- 

mediately that I liked him. In fact, I was 

a little ashamed of the unrealistic and igno- 

rant attitude I had indulged. 

Cab boldly followed me to the refrigera- 
tor to “help” get the water. It was im- 
possible for me to continue to hide the way 
I felt and. as for Cab. he had decided what 
he wanted and, characteristically, began to 
take steps to win me over. Little did I 
know that the trip to the kitchen, a few 
short paces from my living room, would 
turn out to be some sort of safari into a 
land of romance. We talked for hours 
while the other guests partied and. no 
doubt, buzzed about our long absence from 
the room. The talk went from one subject 
to another. becoming more and more per- 
sonal until finally Cab got up from his 
chair, came over to me, suddenly swept me 
into his arms and kissed me. Everything 
mother had taught me cried out to me to 
resist or to resort to the age-old feminine 
face-slapping routine. But I wanted Cab 
to kiss me and, in fact, I clung to him and 
returned his kisses. I had fallen in love 
with a man at the first meeting. Knowledge 
of this exploded within me. 

Cab played out his engagement at the 
Howard and then hung around Washington 
for another week. Coming from Baltimore 
as he does, he is very familiar with Wash- 
ington and its people. They regard him 
highly on all social levels and in getting 
around with him, I had the chance to learn 
many things about him close up. He isn’t 
all “Hi De Ho” and jive talk; neither is he 
an upperclass Negro snob. 

He levels off on a happy in-between plane 
where real, human beings live, going about 
their business of doing what is cut out for 
them to do, trying not to step on the next 
fellow’s toes, making their contributions to 
life as they are required to. 

I found he had sound ideas about life. 
how to live, how to treat people and I also 
found him to be the ideal family type of 
man. None of that barroom hanging out 
for him. When he gets through work, he 
heads home. When he is out, he is cul- 
tured, gentlemanly, someone people are 
proud to meet and to call his name. 

_ But I’m off on a familiar—for me—side- 
track. I’m talking about how he proposed 
to me. At least, I’m supposed to be. Wéll, 
Cab made his approach the last day of his 
visit in Washington. “Look, Nuffie.” he 
told me when he came up to take me out, 
“This is how it’s going to be. You're for 
me 100 per cent and I| take what’s for me 
that way because I’m way out in front per- 
centage-wise for you. That’s the lick, baby.” 
He kissed me and it wasn’t long after that 
before we went before the preacher. 

Yes, as I’ve said before, I’m very grateful 
to mother for her loving advice, but I’m 
glad I didn’t let her well-intentioned warn- 
ing keep me from becoming the wife of one 
of the finest musicians in the world. 


Acute 
Abdominal 
Ailments 


"ee r 
(Continued irom Page 49) 


pain. The appendix, as everyone knows, 
is a useless vestigial tail-like organ sity. 
ated between the large bowel and the smal] 
bowel. For reasons not entirely clear to 
doctors the appendix often becomes the 
seat of acute bacterial infection. When 
bacteriae grow in the body they produce 
poisons. Produced near the intestines, as 
they would be in infections of the appendix, 
they have the same irritating effect as food 
poisons, except that the bacterial poisons 
act on the outside of the bowels—the ser. 
ous membrane—while food poisons act on 
the inside—the mucus membrane. There 
is a severe spasm with intense pain and 
sometimes a diarrhea. The chief concern 
of the doctor when faced with a possible 
case of appendicitis is to keep the infec. 
tion from spreading beyond the area of 
the appendix and to keep the appendix 
from bursting. If either of these things 
happen death may result. The pain can 
give the doctor a good clue as to the prog- 
ress of the infection, therefore he will not 
want to relieve it. He will not give a 
cathartic because the increased movement 
of the bowels resulting therefrom will 
sweep the infection over all the peritoneal 
cavity. He will not give an enema, which 
often helps in food poisoning. because the 
pressure of the enema fluid might rupture 
the appendix. It may seem cruel to allow 
a patient to suffer but until it is discovered 
whether or not there is a development of 
fever, an increase of the white blood cells. 
or a rigidity of the abdominal wall he can- 
not be sure there is appendicitis or much 
less serious food poisoning. 

It happens that acute abdominal pain 
can result from emotional upsets. I know 
of a boy who frequently has such attacks. 
The boy’s father, being a doctor, has 
learned that in most instances the attacks 
can be explained by some unpleasant ex- 
perience of the youngster. But he also 
knows that his son can have an attack of 
appendicitis just like anyone else. There: 
fore, he has the harrowing experience of 
watching the agony of his son, which he 
could easily relieve, until he is assured 
that the attack is one of the usual episodes 
and not appendicitis. 

Another type of acute abdominal pain 
is what is known as renal colic and is 
caused by the passage of a kidney stone 
down the ureter to the bladder. Some peo 
ple have a tendency to form “gravel,” a 
collection of small, sharp stones, in the 
kidney. Sometimes the stones are washed 
out with the urine and get into the tube 
between the kidney and bladder. As with 
the intestines, this tube endeavors to get 
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rid of the stone by propelling it along with 
hard sharp contractions behind it. These 
spasms, along with the cutting action of 
the stone, produce a a severe pain. Patients 
daim that there is no pain as severe as 
that of renal colic. Because of its severe 
nature and with the aid of the X-ray and 
qudies of changes in the urine the diag- 
nosis can be made promptly and proper 
treatment instituted. 

Gallstones and the closely associated in- 
fammation of the gall bladder are addi- 
tial sources of acute abdominal pain. 
Like kidney stones, the stones in the gall 
bladder may escape and get caught in the 
tube going from the gall bladder to the 
intestines. The spasm of the tube sets up 
the intense pain. Gallstones make the gall 
bladder an easy target for infection. When 
this occurs, a train of symptoms, including 
acute abdominal pain, is produced with 
remarkable similarity to acute appendici- 
tis As a matter of fact, a good doctor 
operating for appendicitis is prepared to 
fnd the trouble in the gall bladder instead 
of the appendix. 

There are a number of sources of acute 
abdominal pain peculiar to women. There 
is the simple dysmenorrhea which is the 
severe pain many women suffer during 
their monthly periods. In most cases this 
is due to the fact that the uterus is not in 
itsnormal position and the menstrual blood 
cannot escape naturally. The uterus un- 
dergoes painful contractions in order to 
force it out. An acute infection of the 
fallopian tubes often produces sharp ab- 
dominal pains and with a clinical picture 
very closely similar to that of acute ap- 
pendicitis. 

A tragic accident associated with severe 
abdominal pain is a ruptured ectopic preg- 
nancy. In a normal pregnancy the growth 
of the child takes place in the uterus. On 
not too rare occasions fertilization of the 
oum, implantation, and growth of the 
child occurs in one of the fallopian tubes. 
This organ, not being adapted to such 
process finally bursts from the pressure of 
the rapidly growing mass. The large blood 
vessels supplying nourishment to the fetus 
pour their contents into the abdominal 
cavity. Ushered in with a sharp severe 
pain and followed by shock and prostra- 
tion, a ruptured ectopic pregnancy is fatal 
unless it is immediately diagnosed and sur- 
gery instituted. The recognition of the con- 
dition is often difficult because the woman 
sometimes does not know she is pregnant. 

Over-distension of a hollow organ may 
cause severe pain. Examples of this are 
the accumulation of large amounts of gas 
in the bowels, rapid engorgement of food 
with distension of the stomach, inability to 
empty the bladder with a resulting disten- 
tion, distension of the kidneys or the gall 
bladder because of stones. 

People with gastric ulcers suffer very 
severe pain. The strong acid in the stomach 
Pouring over a raw ulcer is responsible 
for the pain. This is why patients with 
ulcers find that partaking of food relieves 


the distress since food, particularly protein 
food, has the ability to temporarily neutral- 
On the other hand, pain as- 
sociated cancer of the stomach is 
made worse by food. In cancer there is 
little or no acid in the stomach until its 
secretion is stimulated by food. Moreover, 
the contractions of the stomach set off by 
food are very painful. But the extremely 
severe pain of gastric cancer which occurs 
in the last stages of the disease results from 
the spread of the cancer to nearby nerves. 
This is one disease where unrestricted 
amounts of morphine for the relief of the 


ize the acid. 
with 


pain is justified. 

It often happens that an acute pain be- 
lieved to be in the abdomen actually has 
arisen elsewhere. The best example of this 
is heart disease. One occasionally reads in 
the newspaper ofa prominent person who 
acute indiges- 


“ 


suddenly came down with 
tion.” 

Confronted with all these and many other 
possible but more unusual sources of acute 
abdominal pain, the doctor may find it ex- 
tremely difficult to make a diagnosis. But 
diagnosis must be made before the proper 
treatment can be started. Doctors often 
discuss and write about the “problem of 
the acute abdomen” because no matter how 
skilled and learned they may be there are 
times when they cannot be sure of the con- 
dition at hand. 

Although it is excusable to fail to clear- 
ly understand a given case, a physician oc- 
casionally may not have the courage to ad- 
mit his inability to make a diagnosis. Such 
doctors will use some cover-up term like 
“chronic appendicitis.” Always be a little 
skeptical when you are advised to have an 
operation for chronic appendicitis for most 


good doctors agree that there is no such 
disease. Many a surgeon has been em- 


barrassed to find that removal of the ap- 
pendix for chronic appendicitis has brought 
no relief for his patient. 

There are some things that the patient 
can do to help. He should consider any 
acute pain in the abdomen serious. He 
should call the doctor when the pain first 
begins because delay often permits the ad- 
vance of the underlying beyond 
cure. He should never take a drug to kill 
the pain until he has been seen by the 
doctor. He ought never take a cathartic 
or an enema for relief of the pain. It is a 
good idea for a patient to be prepared to 
give a clear account of all events leading 
up to the affliction. 
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Amazing New Creme 


RE-COLORS HAIR 
IN 17 MINUTES 


If you want to change streaked, 
gray, graying or drab hair to a 
new lustrous youthful-looking 
color, try Tintz Creme Sham- 
eo today. It's a new 

air coloring that re-colors 
hair at home as it shampoos. 
Takes only 17 minutes. No 
waiting for results. It's easy to 
use—no messy mixi Won't 
wash or rub out. MONEY BACK 
Guarantee. Get your choice of color 
today: Jet Black, Black, and Dark 
Warm Brown. Won't harm perma- 
nents. 


Deposit with post- 
SEND NO MONEY man on delivery $1.80 incl. tax 
and postage on MONEY BACK Guarantee of satisfac- 
tion. (Enclose $1.80 tax. <- on By" pats 
order today $0 TINTZ 
230 N. MICHIGAN AVE.” “cnt CAGO oy TLitnois 
In Canada: ‘= Trinity 'y Square, Toronto, Ontario 


PERIOD DELAYED? 
(Overdue) 


DON’T RISK DISASTER 
DON’T WORRY 


At last—it CAN BE SOLD, a new extra effective Doctor ap- 
proved formula—**Quik-Kaps’’ capsules may relieve you of 
your biggest worry—when due to minor functional menstrual 
delay or borderline anemia. Scientifically prepared by reg- 
istered Pharmacists. ‘**‘Quik-Kaps’’ capsules contain only 
medically recognized drugs having no harmful after effects. 
Complete supply—packed in a confidential box only $5.00, 
Send no money and we will mail C.O.D, plus small postage 
and C.O.D. charges or send $5.00 cash and we will rush 
AIR MAIL ‘‘Just the thing to have on hand.’ 






Available only from 


PERSONAL DRUG CO. 
6 Hester St., Dept. TC-14, New York 2, N. Y. 


GOT A COLD 


TAKE 


666 


new, 


A high school educa- 
tion the simplified 
low-cost Wayne Way! 
No classes; home study 

spare time; com- 
plete academic subjects; thorough, quick in- 
struction ... and on comateten, a High School 
diploma! Gain this odvenren better living, 
to a richer, more successful life. Write for free 


catalog. 
Catalog HAS-10, 


WAYNE SCHOO 9 2527 SHEFFIELD AVE. 


GE CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS 


SUBSCRIBE 
TO 
TAN CONFESSIONS 


ENDS GRAY HAIR 


WORRIES IN 5 SECONDS 
DOTS $400 Quick, easy Tintz Touch-up 





for fast. 
symptomatic 
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Pencil colors gray, faded 
hair to roots, parting, tem- 
ples. Like lipstick. In metal 
swivel case. Won’t rub off 
but washes out. SEND NO 
MONEY. Deposit with post- 
man on delivery only $1 plus 
tax and C.0.D. postage on 
guarantee of satisfaction or 
Money Back. State shade: 
Black and Dark Brown. Mail order now to: 


TINTZCO., Dept.723-J, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago |, 111. 
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Ven WC 


Women 


with lovely, lustrous, 
thrilling hair 
appearance! 





Raveen’s 
new scientific 

formula works to help stop 
dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends. 


If you’ve been looking and looking for some- 
thing that would glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous appearance, 
RAVEEN may be the answer to your prayers. 
RAVEEN gets to work on that dry, itchy, 
scaly scalp and helps Nature to give you the 
appearance that goes with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve always wanted. If the 
length of your hair has been affected by its un- 
due dryness, you owe it to yourself to try 
RAVEEN on our generous no risk offer. 


WMoney Gack Guarantee! 


Try RAVEEN accord- 

ing to directions. If 
not completely sat- 
isfied, return unused 
portion of jar and 
full purchase price 
will be immediately 
refunded. 
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a 
RAVEEWN Dep. 1c2 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guar- 
anteed no risk offer. 


] | enclose $1.20 
Send C.O.D. plus postage 


Name Ss 


Address . —n 
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Tad coupon for no rsh offer! 
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Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 16) 


been unfaithful. But women who 
have been broadminded and strong enough 
to ignore outwardly some of the things 
which are all too obvious have been able 
to salvage their marriages. Since this is 
your husband’s first known instance of dis- 
loyalty, we can assume that he is not usu- 
ally a promiscuous person. This fact alone 
means there is hope—and marriages in 
which there has been even less hope have 
been made to work. The first step is to try 
very hard to swallow your pride, and then 
to convince yourself that for the sake of 


many 


your marriage you must also refrain from 
condemning him. All human beings have 
their shortcomings. 

Next, you might do one of a number of 
things. If you can get your husband to co- 
operate, you might both visit a family serv- 
ice worker in your city. If he will not ac- 
company you, go alone. Unless your hus- 
band has a record of infidelity (believes 
that the grass is always greener...) there 
is some reason for his behavior which he 
may not disclose to you, or may not even 
be conscious of. Often through consulta- 
tion with a competent person like this, cou- 
ples have been able to reconcile their dif- 
ferences. This is the preferred course. 

Other women have just bided their time 
in these cases of moral laxity, believing 
that if they kept their peace, their hus- 
bands would finally return to the fold. 
Often they have, when the novelty of the 
new interest has worn thin. 

A similar technique is to sit tight and let 
the other woman make the blunders. Be 
sweet, even if you have to pretend for a 
while; don’t try to stop him from going 
out; don’t ask him where he has been when 
he comes back; do the thoughtful little 
things you did to please him when you 
were happier; keep yourself neat and at- 
tractive looking, and don’t even think of 
divorcing him. If he brings up the sub- 
ject, be tentative about the whole thing... 
don’t say yes or no. 

In time, the other woman will make a 
blunder. The one she is most likely to 
make is to try to force him to get a divorce. 
Some men are mulish and hate to be forced 
to do anything. She may ask him personal 
questions about your intimate home life, 
which will rile him no end. Next, she may 
try to make him jealous by dating other 
men. While it might work in another girl’s 
case, it could be fatal in hers. 

He may think that since she is dating 
a married man and others on the side. 
she isn’t worth considering. He may con- 
clude that his loving wife is the best deal 
after all. 

Sometimes a husband returns home if he 
thinks another man is interested in his 
wife, but this could backfire if it is taken 
too far. It could give him grounds for 
divorce. 

If none of this works, then talk to the 
judge. Even then a reconciliation is pos- 


sible, but if it cannot be accomplished. your 
husband can be made to support you — 
with or without a divorce. 

* *# 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: My problem jg 
whether I should marry for love, or for the 
sake of having better living conditions. | 
am 17 years old and live in a foster home 
where I am not happy. There is a young 
man who wants to marry me, but I don't 
know for sure whether we love each other, 
What should I do? 

A.J 

Dear A. J.: It would be foolish for you te 
marry just to get out of a foster home. It 
is wise to consider where your next meal is 
coming from, but never sell yourself for it, 
That, in effect, is what you would be doing. 
If you want your marriage to last, you 
should be as certain as is humanly possible 
beforehand that you love the person enough 
to stick with him through whatever may 
come, even financial reverses—for the rest 
of your life. 

* & 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 16, a senior in 
high school and will enter college soon. 
My problem is that I just can’t find any. 
thing interesting about the boys in this 
town. Girls who are normal are interested 
in boys, but they bore me stiff, unless they 
are just pals. I am not looking for a prince 
charming, and I don’t like to hurt people’s 
feelings, so sometimes I go on dates just 
because it is the thing to do. I know that 
when a girl doesn’t earn the friendship of 
the opposite sex she is missing something, 
but I can’t get interested. What should I 
do? 

Lonesome 

Dear Lonesome: It is true that a girl 
misses something by not cultivating friend- 
ship with the opposite sex, but it takes 
some girls longer than others to become in- 
terested in boys. At 16, you shouldn't 
worry about it too much. Be pals with 
boys. The time will come, my dear, when 
you will find them quite interesting. 

* * * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 26 years old 
and have never been married for this 
reason: Every boy I meet almost worships 
me. They always let me have my way. 
Anything I say or do is always alright with 
them. Every time I meet a man and think 
enough of him to go steady, then he treats 
me this way and I lose interest. Maybe 
I am crazy, but I don’t want the man | 
marry to treat me this way. 

Recently I met a young man and fell in 
love with him. I know he loves me too, for 
it is in his every move, his every glance. 
But he only asked me for a date once, and 
never did again. I don’t know how to en- 
courage him, because I have never had to 
encourage anyone before. Please tell me 
how I can win the only man I ever loved. 

Unhappy 

Dear Unhappy: I think about 50,000,000 
would like to have been in your shoes. They 
are the ones whose husbands never think 
that everything they do is alright. But 
there are some women who unconsciously 
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want to dominate men, and when they can 
they despise the person they dominated. 
They prefer to seek what eludes them, and 
the more impossible the case is. the more 
interesting it becomes. Often these women 
don’t really want to marry—they enjoy the 
chase too much. There are men like this, 
too. of course. 

Maybe your young man resented your at- 
tempts to dominate him and decided to look 
elsewhere. If you date him again, try this 
time to let him make a few decisions. Men 
need to think they are important. the ruling 
sex, no matter what they say about believ- 
ing in the single standard. And if this 
time he bends to your will—I don’t believe 
he is going to completely—try to be more 
mature in your love. Self adulation is 
what you have sought in the past. The 
more men who succumbed to your charms, 
the better you felt. But this can’t go on 
forever. One day the external charm will 
fade, you know. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 22 years old 
and have been married for five years. My 
husband is 28 and we have one child. We 


are very much in love with each other. but 
financial matters are always coming up and 
I don’t know what to do about them. My 
husband had been saving money for our 
marriage and had his mother to put it in 
the bank for him when he was in service, 
but she spent it all and we got none. He 
did not tell me, but that wouldn’t be so im- 
portant if he would let me work. I am a 
girl who is accustomed to having things, 
and when I was single I got everything I 
wanted in life. My mother still helps me 
and our child, but my husband gets angry 
every time he sees something she has paid 
for. 

All the boys I have ever known think I 
am very attractive and don’t see why I stay 
with my husband. But he is nice. even if 
he is poor and I do love him. One of the 
boys even asked me to go away with him 
and he would give me anything, but I 
couldn’t do this. Tell me what can I do 
to get the things I want, and still be a good 


wife. We have been living with someone 

ever since we married. I want a home and 
also a car. 

Mrs. H. W. 

Dear Mrs. H. W.: Has your husband 


ever said why he didn’t want you to work? 
Maybe it is because your child is still so 
young. But when he starts going to school, 
you will have your chance. Your husband 
might agree to let you work part-time while 
the child is in school, especially since you 
will have little else to do during the day. 
The money you make can be put aside 
along with a certain amount of his for that 
home you want to own some day. You will 
both feel you have had a great share in 
making this dream come true. 

Right now there are some jobs you can 
do at home which might be worth investi- 
gating. Some housewives make extra money 
by doing everything from placing rods in 
iodine stoppers to waking people in the 
morning by telephone. 





“| HAD KINKY 


WIRY HAIR UNTIL 


| used SOLO cond wave’’* 





SAYS EARL DANIELS OF Los ANGELES 










“1 tried all kinds of konk, hoir straighteners, lye, etc. Then I 
heard of SOLO. Now my heir is soft, smooth, ond stays 
straight for as long as 6 months, and does not turn red. Solo 
is not a konk. It is safe, pure, and harmless. Solo really works.” 








* from a letter in our files 


NOW! ACTUAL PHOTOS” 


PROVE KOMBO 


STRAIGHTENS HAIR! 






HAIR-STRAIGHTENING 
KIT! 


Used by PAT 
MOORE in his 
Hollywood Shop! 
Yes! The SAME 
Famous DuKonk 
treatment that 
Hollywood movie, 
radio and TV stars 
pay bigmoney tor. 



















NO LYE «. 
NO BURN oy 
NO RED HAIR 


y ; . 
NO HOT IRONS : 


EASY AS }- VER Be KAREN Pickary 


Hollywood, Calif, 
























DuKonk Kit contains: 


1. Protective oil 






1. Shampoo with Kombo. 
2. Comb ond set heir ony woy 


2. DuKonk you wish SAFE... . easy 
3. Black Rinse 3. Nevtrolize with Rinse. for men, women 
4 


. Hair y ee THAT 15 ALL! and children. 
r DUKE HAIR PRODUCTS CO. — Dept. 41 















PAT H. MOORE 
Hollywood Hair Expert 



















































For 5864 Hollywood Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 
Send____DuKonk Kits Prepaid. | Enclose $2.40 Each ? 
Send___Kits C.0.D. I’ll pay Postman $2.98 Each i 
| Send____Duke Groom Prepaid. | Enclose $1.00 Each 
For Unruly Send____ Duke C.0.D. I'll pay Postman $1.57 Each 
Hair Check (1) for “Konked” Hair ([) for Unruly Hair y 
Send___DuKonk 16 oz. Jor Prepaid. | Enclose $2.00 Each 
Send___DuKonk 16 oz. Jar C.0.D. I'll pay Postman $2.68 Each | 
Send__DuKonk 4 02. Jar Prepaid. | enclose $1.00 Each 
Send___DuKonk 4 oz. Jor C.0.D. I'll pay Postman $1.57 Each t 
Send___Hair-Giene Prepaid. | Enclose $2.00 Each 
Send Hair-Giene C.0.D. I'll pay Postman $2.68 Each 4 
USE Send___Kombo Prepaid. | Enclose $2.00 Each 4 
Send____Kombo C.0.D. I'll pay Postman $2.68 Each 
HAIR-GIENE Send____Solo Prepaid. | Enclose $2.00 Each 
\\bbbenn ase, uss Send. Solo C.0.D. I'll pay Postman $2.68 Each f 
X 
Y ° a 
s Now With = — f 
LANOLIN = pnts — 
N City State 
+. Please Print Clearly — No C.0.D. for APO — FPO 






MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 









FROM FRANCE! © 


THE LORD'S PRAYER 

OUR FATHER WHO ART IN HEAVEN, 
HALLOWED GE THY CAME THY KiRG- 
DOM COME THY WILL BE CONE ON 
GARTH AS IT 1S 1 HEAVEN GIVE US 
‘Ted BAY OUR DAILY BREAD ANO fee 


a MESSAGE 
FOR WOMEN 


VEP-TABS is the New Mod- 
ern DOUCHE that eliminates 
your feminine hygiene prob- 
lems! No measuring—No 
Fussing—1 Tablet to a meas- 
ure, 15 tablets in a box. 
This is the formula of an 
old reliable drug firm which 
has been supplying hun- 
dreds of Physicions through- 
out the country with feminine 
hygiene products. VEP-TABS 
will aid in relieving discharges. It is non-poisonous . . . 
non-irritating ... an excellent astringent ... and stops 
odors instantly, effectively and lastingly. 

SEND $1.00 Postage Paid (Or, we send C.0.D.—You 
Pay Postage) Money Cheerfully Refunded. 


CALEDONIA PHARMACY 


41 Union Square New York 3, N. Y. 


= QUT BLUVER US PRON EVIL... amen 





This EVY cross is set with 
BRILLIANTS and SAP- 

PHIRES that Gleam and Glis- 

ten. —— you place the center 
close to ur eye you see the 
LORD'S P oR AYER clearly and 
distinctly. (Your choice of 
Catholic or Protestant Version.) 





ZANDER ANS 


Wah 


Neat and trim finished in shimmery ote metal 
and neck chain with patented clasp. Wonderful 
to have and for Gift Giving too! Only $2.98 com- 
plete (from France). Satisfaction guaranteed or 
your money refunded, Send your name and address 
now. Pay postman $2.98 plus few cents postage 
on delivery, or enclose $2.98 and save postal 


charges. 
MANLY CO. 
45 East 17th St., Dept. 152, New York, N. Y. 
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Start now to have a lighter, 
brighter skin appearance with 





ildn’t you be thrilled and delighted to 
i skin appearance that is so lovely and 
sistible and, oh, so kissable? Star Glow 
Lightener has been used by thousands 
so why don’t you try it, too? Send for 
big jar today on our generous guarantee of 
plete satisfaction or your money will be 
back to you. 


STAR GLOW obepr. 1-2 


i 
g 18205 Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 
* 
4 Please rush to me a 6-week supply of Star Glow Skin 
Lightener on your money back guarantee offer 
£ 
} | enclose $1.20 () Send COO for $100 
. Send postpoid, tox paid plus tax and postage 
? 
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YOUR LETTERS 


A few words on a crisp, white sheet 

Plainly written and very neat 

Carry me back to the yesterday 

When the world was glad and we were 
gay. 

These lines from you ease my heart’s 
dull pain 

And bring you back to me again. 

I see your smile. I hear you sigh 


In the letters I keep to remember you by. 


Roberta Wrain 


THE OLD IS BEST 


I went to find a new love 

One sunny day in May. 

The love I had was growing old 
And could not keep me gay. 

I found a love upon a hill 

All decked with blooming flowers. 
But when I touched its dainty hand 
It fled like April showers. 

Then, soon I met another love 
Beside the rolling sea. 

It said “hello” and then “goodbye” 
And slipped away from me. 


When day was done, | sighed and said: 


| “These new loves will not do! 





Just let me have an old, true love. 
So I came home to you.” 


Roberta Wrain 


WHAT LOVE CAN DO 


Love can make a sad heart sing. 
\ beggar feel just like a king. 

\ cloudy sky look bright and blue. 
That’s what love can do. 

Love can ease a broken heart, 
Make the common look like art, 
Change the winter into spring. 
Love can do most anything. 
Love can stand the strongest test. 
If you’ve spare time to invest 
Find a love that’s deep and true. 
See for yourself what love can do. 


Roberta Wrain 


OLD MAGIC 


Old magic never dies, 

Nor does it fade. 

Thru winterset and summer rise 
Spring shine or autumn shade, 

Real magic never dies. 

It grows and glows. 

[t dwells immortal in all lover’s eyes. 
Old magic never dies. 


By Ruth D. Gibbs 
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I need 500 Men 


ro wear 


SAMPLE 
a SUITS! 


PAY NO MONEY—SEND NO MONEY! 


Y VALUES in made-to-measure suits are so sensational, thousands of men order 
4 when they see the actual garments. | make it easy for you to get your own 
suit to wear and show—and to MAKE MONEY IN FULL OR SPARE TIME! 
MY PLAN IS AMAZING! Just take a few orders at my low money-saving prices— 
that's all! Get your own personal suit, and make money fast taking orders. You 
need no experience. You need no money now or any time. Just rush your name 
and address for complete facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT containing more than 100 
actual woolen samples. It's FREE! Send your name and address today! 


NO EXPERIENCE—NO MONEY NEEDED! 
EVERYTHING SUPPLIED FREE! 


Get into the big-pay tailoring field and earn up to $15.00 in a day! Many men are 
earning even more! You need no experience or special training. Start with friends, 
neighbors, fellow-workers, and other men you know. You can begin at once in spare 
time to take orders and pocket big profits. All you do is show the big, colorful, dif- 
ferent styles. Men order quickly because you offer fine quality at unbeatable 
prices. Yes—superb made-to-measure cutting and sewing and complete satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. It's easy to get first orders, but repeat orders come even easier. 
With this wonder line you begin earning big money at once and you build a steady, 
big-profit repeat business at the same time. 

Prospects are everywhere! Your friends, neighbors, relatives, fellow-workers will 
be eager to give you orders once you show them the outstanding quality of the 
fabrics, the top-notch fit of made-to-measure tailoring and the money-saving prices. 
Every customer you make is a source of additional prospects. In no time at all, 
you'll find the orders rolling in faster and faster. And every order puts a handsome, 
spot-cash profit in your pocket! 


=) a = J. C. FIELD & SON, INC., Dept. C-1864 
Harrison and Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 




















Mail Coupon For 
FREE OUTFIT! 


J. C. FIELD & SON, INC., Dept. C-1864 
| 
| 
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ked in a hand- | 
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} 
| 
| 
| 
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Harrison and Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 


Dear Sir: | WANT A SAMPLE SUIT TO WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic 
for it. Rush Valuable Suit Coupon and Sample Kit of actual fabrics, ABSOLUTELY 
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coupon today. 











Cry 20 Vals _ World-Famous Perfumes 


You get the opportunity 
to browse at leisure 
among 

10 fragrances... 


‘Fetune is one of the most 
exciting of feminine accessories! 
It can delight the senses 


be pleasing to 


enormously... 


you yourself, and make you appear 


lovelier to others. Because your 
particular perfume should be 
chosen with care, after wearing 
it and “living with it,” 

this offer bas been created 

to help you sample ten popular 
favorites. Try them one by one. 
Then choose as your own the one 


that best fits your personality. 





PERFUME IMPORT CO., Dept. 51 


within 7 days for complete refund. 


(I save up to 50c postage.) 


; 





318 Market Street, Newark, New Jersey 


Please send me the 20-vial perfume packet. | may return perfumes 


C) ! enclose $2.00 cash, check or money order, send postage prepaid. 















Make him say ““YOU’RE LOVELIER . - -¥: . 
THAN EVER.” Don’t miss this ‘ 
chance to make the man of your 
dreams lose his heart. Authentic 
Perfumes in each glass vial! 


;. MOST 
‘ AMAZING 
iif ‘ERFUME OFFER 

/ EVER MADE 


Frese are the SAME, GENUINE, ORIGINAL 
perfumes that you've seen in Harper’s Bazaar, 
Vogue, Mademoiselle, Charm, Glamour, Seventeen 
j and all the other leading fashion magazines 

advertised to sell for as much as §3 500 a bottle. 


4 You get 2 vials EACH 
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COEUR-JOIE by 
Wine reer ee 


FIVE ox f 
O'CLOCK by .° 
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S ~* Genuine 
Vie Perfume 
not colognes...not toilet waters 


The manufacturers of these famous per- 
fumes want to acquaint you with their prod- 
uct. This bargain offer is made so that you can 
y try each one and then decide which better suits 








your personality. Naturally, all these wonderful per- 
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(D) Send____packers at $2.00. § enclose $. 


fumes are available at your local drug or department 


store in regular sizes at the nationally advertised prices. 
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Style No. 415 


i: 


Style No. 863 
Sizes: 9, 11, 13, 15,1 
10, 12, 14, 16, 18, 26 


1258 


38, 40, 42. 44, 4 


1398 





j 





Style No. 2130 — Slack Suit In 
wonderful rayon gabardine. We 
borrowed the zipper from your 
beau’s best shirt. Tuck-in top zips 
on the diagonal just like his. 
Smart long sleeves, too! In navy, 
grey, green. 


Style No. 863—Debonair Suit in 
fine crease-resistant rayon sheen 
gabardine. Look at the detail of 
this dandy suit with its high rid- 
ing collar, jaunty cuffs and hipline! 
The flared skirt gives a slim look 
to the waist. In brown, navy or 
grey. 


° Pp Style No. 415—No one would dream 
Sand 10¢ for beautiful Fashion Catalog a suit so beautifully tailored costs 
so little! Every detail, every line 
spells style, figure flattery! In 
Crease-resistant gabardine. Navy, 


No. {Size} 1st Color Choice | 2d Color Choice 
grey or black. 


Style No. 861 — Luxurious rayon 
crepe. A wonderful rich fabric Style No. 861 
that drapes divinely. Molds your 
hips and softly folds to make your Sizes: 12, 14, 16, 18, 
(Print) waistline tiny! Exquisitely made— 
NAME and so dramatic with its slit GH | 
sleeves and choker neckline. In | 
| 


ADDRESS black, green or purple. 
CITY & 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 


ZONE STATE 
GUARANTEED REFUND PRIVILEGE 1398 





MAXINE SULLIVAN CQueds Off ror CHESTERFIELD 


POPULAR NIGHTCLUB AND RECORDING STAR- ——oo7EOO _ 
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